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Younc Brown, A _ cCoNsIs- 
TENT STUDENT OF THE MOVIES, 
SEES NO REASON WHY HAV- 
ING APPLAUDED THE PICTURES 
ON THE SCREEN HE SHOULDN'T 
APPLAUD THE WONDERFUL 














PICTURES IN HIS COPY OF 
“Fitm Fun.” 








HE July number of “The Magazine of Reel 
Merriment” is the best issue ever offered the 
motion picture fans of America. 











i | . . 

i | It is the only publication in the world devoted to the 
: | 

| humor of the screen. 






of screen stars, and 250 articles, stories, poems, jokes 
and personality sketches. 





fi | It contains 67 corking photographs and drawings 
| 
| 


' 

| | Film Fun starts with the funniest cover ever published 

i | on any movie magazine, and is a solid meat of merri- 
| ment through its entire contents. Edited by the man 
| who made Judge so successful, it is beautiful in appear- 

ance and fascinating in text and pictures. 


Read it—bigger, better, breezier and more beautiful 
than ever—the 


July FILM FUN 


| At Your Nearest Newsdealer—NOW 
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Tue CHALLENGE. 
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Host—IF you FEEL 


LIKE A SNIFTER, OLD MAN, I’VE SOME STUFF HERE—I DON’T KNOW IF 


IT. . . . THAT Is, 1 COULDN’T GUARANT— 
Visitor—Tuat’s ALL RIGHT, Tommy, I’LL GLADLY TAKE A CHANCE ON your Hoocn’y m’ cA.Luit! 


My Hotel Breakfast 


By Steruen Leacock 


Author of “Nonsense Novels,” “Arcadian Adventures with the Idle Rich,” “Frenzied Fiction,” Ete. 


a hotel dining-room to order break- 
fast, I spend twenty minutes in 
deep thought over the bill of fare. 

At the end of it I order bacon and eggs. 

Very often—in fact usually—I call 
the waiter into consultation as to what 
kind of a suitable, agreeable, more or 
less novel breakfast a man might profit- 
ably take. When he has done his talk, 

I order bacon and eggs. 

Sometimes I get the headwaiter in 
on it, and ask him questions about fish. 

[ ask him how is his sole this morning, 
and he says it is excellent. 

I ask him can he recommend his sea- 
bass, and he says he can. 

As a final and definite inquiry I ask 
him what about his bluefish, and when 
he says that his bluefish is delicious, I 
say to him, in that case will he kindly 
bring me some bacon and eggs. 

I have heard it said that liver and 
bacon makes a good breakfast: I knew 
aman once who said he had tried it. 

And I met one day a man on a train 
who said that a lamb chop is an excel- 
lent thing for breakfast: but when I 
asked him if he had tried it, he said that 
he had often meant to but that person- 
ally he always took bacon and eggs. 


| Eohet morning when I sit down in 


In fact, I believe that they all do. At the waiter say, “Bacon and eggs. Yes, 
every hotel I see men sitting at the break- sir.” 
fast table with a bill of fare in front of Indeed my own opinion is that in all the 
them, thinking deeply, with a waiter big hotels they don’t really have anything 
standing behind them babbling about else to eat in the place except bacon and 
bluefish: and in the end I always hear eggs. They just write down all that stuff 

about bluefish to look well and to let 
ue : i ee sD the guests think. In reality there is 
> eee > only bacon and eggs. 

Yes they do say that Scotch oatcake 
and honey is a nice thing for the break- 
fast table. 

Some day I certainly must try it. 

Or, no, to blazes with it. Let the 
Scotch eat it! 





ee ae 






Merciful Words 

Editor of Automobile Department — 
You shouldn’t say “Mr. Jones bought 
a second-hand car of Mr. Smith.” 

Cub Reporter—But that’s just what 
he did. 

Editor—Of course. But you should 
write it, “Mr. Jones is the new owner 
of Mr. Smith’s car.” 





Publicity Pays 
The dimples deep of lucky Kate, 
Have lost their ‘luring charm, of late; 
Drawn by R. B. Futter While Mabel now wins with all ease, 
As Ir Seems wHen You’RE out oF Gas. Her only dimples grace her knees. 
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Salt in the Sugar-Bow] 
By Batre.t Loomis 
HE was motivated, 
He was actuated, 

Then, exasperated, 
Both were implicated. 
She exacerbated. 
He retaliated, 
Till the neighbors stated 
They knew they must be mated, 
Tongues so dehydrated 
Never are related, 
He blew her up, elated, 
She became inflated, 
She excoriated, 
He, infuriated, 
Her repudiated; 

But in the end 

By some God-send 
Their wrongs they palliated 
And they reconjugated. 


Three Men and a Hat 
By L. B, Birpsaut 


HE short, red-headed man and the tall, 
dark man arose from their respective 
tables and grabbed for the straw hat simul- 
taneously, then stood glaring at each other. 
“1 beg your pardon, but this is my hat!” 
stated the short, red-headed man, de- 
cisively. 

“T beg your pardon, but it is my hat!” 
retorted the tall, dark man, just as de- 
cisively. 

“Tf you'll take the trouble to look, under 
the inside band you will see my name, 
Jack Renault,” stated the short, red- 
headed man in truculent tones. 

“If you will take the trouble to look 
under the band you will see my name, 


Drawn by BarxspaLe Rocers 


H1e—Yovu ARE THE SUNSHINE OF MY LIFE! 


She—On, Jack! 
Ile—You REIGN ALONE IN MY HEART! 
She—Danutnc! 


He—Witu you At My stipe I COULD WEATHER ANY STORM! 
She—J Ack, 1S THIS A PROPOSAL OR A WEATHER REPORT? 
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ELEVATORS 
OPPOSITE 














Proressor Mupp.ewitts ABSENT- MINDEDLY SUMMONS THE ELEVATOR. 


William Anderson,” asserted the tall, dark 
man in equally belligerent tones. 

The short, red-headed man and the tall, 
dark man lifted the band simultaneously, 
then looked at each other in unfeigned 
surprise. The name under the band was 
Parmenas Parker. 

Simultaneously, the short, red-headed 
man and the tall, dark man started to 
apologize but there came an interruption 
in the form of a huge, square-shouldered 
man with a wilted collar. 

“‘Whatinell you doin’ with my hat?” he 
bellowed, unceremoniously grabbing the 
trouble-making straw. “I’ve been looking 
for this hat for five minutes!” 

Before“either the short, red-headed man 
or the tall, dark man could answer, the 
huge, square-shouldered man had turned 
and was lumbering 
through the door of 
the restaurant. 


— 

on “Do you know 

Y that man?” the 
short, red - headed 


man and the tall, 
dark man asked a 
grinning waiter, si- 
multaneously. “Sure, 
I do!” answered the 
waiter. “He eats 
here regular — his 
name is Harry Flan- 
nigan.” 


A Weigh with It 

Anounce of tomor- 
row is worth a pound 
of yesterday. 


Impressive 

“They say the 
President obeys his 
doctor implicitly.” 

“It’s this way. 
An ordinary doctor 
is impressive.” 

“Well?” 


“And thisone is also 


a Brigadier-General.”’ 


Solomon 


By Epwarp E. A. Fritz 


HE wisest man who ever lived had a 

thousand wives, and because he was 
wise he got away with it. Nowadays, if 
you have two at the same time you go to 
jail. And if they don’t send after you, 
you go voluntarily. 

Solomon had a great eye for curves and 
batted 1,000 in the Matrimonial League. 
He used to celebrate four wedding an- 
niversaries every week: on Monday a 
silver anniversary for Maggie, on Wednes- 
day a wooden wedding for Gertie and so 
forth and so on. In fact the “and so 
forths”’ filled the best part of Sol’s life, but 
whenever he had a spare day he would go 
out and get married as a sort of outing. 

When we consider trying to run three 
stenographers, or two telephone operators, 
or one wife, we remove our hat every time 
we think of Solomon, but we are skeptical 
as to whether the historian didn’t make a 
mistake or something when he measured 
up an even thousand for him. He might 
have had a thousand of something—maybe 
it was fleas—but the average man can’t 
conceive of getting a thousand pieces of 
advice every time he leaves the house. It 
seems like a typographical error, or maybe’ 
the historian put it in to make it more! 
exciting. ' 

Just how he camped out at night in the, 
dormitory is also quite a problem. Un- 
doubtedly he had five hundred twin beds 
and a single. 

For fear of getting too deep into in- 
quisitive speculation we will accede to Sol 
all his wisdom and let it go at that, for 
although we've spoken of those 1,000 
lawful wives, we’ve said nothing about 
his 400 lady friends; we don’t believe 
in gossip! And there was Sheba! 


Hard Stuff 
Teacher—Billee, define an expatriate. 
Billee—An expatriate is a man who 

deserts his country for a drink. 
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The Difference 


By Jenny Betts Hartswick 
OW fair appear my stock certificates— 
And, eke, how bright my brilliant- 
bordered bonds! 
How like in crisp attire these pleasant 
mates— 
To their rich rustle how the heart re- 
sponds! 
With what a golden-gleaming glamor glows 
The all-auspicious aura which attends 
The similar significance of those 
Two wealthy words—coupons and divi- 
dends! 


But, ah, when both are cu/! How language 
fails! 
Alliteration apt my pen forsakes; 
My staggering muse in trepidation quails 
Before the difference their cutting makes, 
How wide apart—these deftly severed 
slips 
That ’neath the eager shears benignly 
fall, 
And these dear dividends fate rudely clips 
In this “the most unkindest cut of all.” 


The First Proposal 
By Katueritne NEGLEY 
ERTRUDE’S sixteenth year was 
known in the family as the Guy 
Hodson year. Guy was her first sweet- 
heart, but he did not propose. Gertrude 
did not mind. She was very young yet. 

Then came the Roy Rigley summer, but 
Roy did not propose either. Gertrude did 
not care, as she just thought of him as a 
tennis partner. 

The two Rae Miller years followed. Rae 
did not propose, but everyone thought he 
did, so it really did not matter. 

The rival yearsof Richard Roth and 
Tommy Moore were exciting, and their 
friends were divided on which would win 
Gertrude. Richard left for Chicago and 
Tommy left for San Francisco, and the 
town thought they went to forget, while in 
point of fact neither had proposed. 

Now came the Jimmy Ross Thanks- 
giving, the Charles West Christmas, the 
Edward Yonkers Easter, and the Frank 
Mathews Fourth of July. Gertrude was 


jpg mica 


[ineeten mote 


‘ 
- 


Drawn by CaLvert Situ 





“PassED BY THE CENSOR.’’ 


now known as a flirt, and every one be- 
lieved she refused them all, while they never 
proposed. 

It was a surprise when the Percival 
Lynhart year began, for Percival was very, 
very shy, too shy to propose, though if the 
truth were known, he came nearer than 
anyone else ever did. 

It seemed fitting when Norman Adams 
came to town and was plainly attracted 


by Gertrude. Norman was a college man 
and many were the college widows who 
mourned him. He had traveled the world 
over and had a sweetheart in every port. 
He understood women and he immediately 
understood Gertrude was the type that 
expects a man to propose and who refuses 
him gently and firmly when he does—so he 

proposed. 
And before he realized how it all came 
about, the sound of Lohengrin 
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Tue INCIDENT OF THE RED CAR, THE STALLED ENGINE AND THE INFURIATED BUT, NEVERTHELESS, 


VERY ACCOMMODATING BULL. 
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was in his ears, the scent of 
orange blossoms was in his 
nostrils and the minister was 
pronouncing him and Ger- 
trude man and wife. 


Indirect Costliness 
Amelia—Poor Lydia is feel- 
ing dreadfully. She has lost 
her new necklace. 
Julia—Why, the  thing’s 
not worth much; she bought 
it at the five and ten. 


BW 7 Amelia—But it’s going to 
cost at least fifty dollars to 
have her baby’s stomach 
X-rayed. 
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ful sylphishness and take another 
helping of cake and ice-cream. 

Some plan for reducing that would 
actually cut down the gross live weight 
on the hoof would be more appre- 
ciated in this broad land than a 
formula for home-brewing money. Its 
benefits would be boundless, to the 
boundless. It might knock a little 
off the annual profits of the clothing 
merchandisers, but it would produce 
some great gobs of joy in many a life. 
For with this plan they could shuck 
off from five to fifteen pounds a week. 
And only a few would then suffer from 
lack of competent holding. Which, 
according to those who are conversant 
with such situations, is the goal toward 
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Sunday Golfist (as lightning strikes tree under 
which he has taken shelter from a passing 
*LL (GO 


shower)—O-o-o! ALi ricut, Lorp! 
TO CHURCH NEXT SuNDayY! 


Reducing 


By Cuet SHarer 


REDUCING is a gargantuan effort to 

bring on a bear movement in surplus 
stock. It appeals largely to the feminine 
who openly admits a shape like a ball 
bearing. It also lures the obese male with 
an abdominal kopje into indecorous calis- 
thenics. For real inside facts on the sub- 
ject the appeal should be made to a maiden 
who has no clothes that fit her except her 
stockings and her hair-net. 

Methods of reducing are as numerous as 
alibis for a rubicund nose. Not long ago 
there was a woman who drank so much hot 
water before breakfast that her husband 
couldn’t shave and she was compelled 
to employ the Australian crawl to get to 
her meals. Another tried a chiropractor, 
osteopath, the “Y” gym, the electric 
toaster and starvation, and she’s now on 
the lookout for a good veterinarian. The 
lady with no more waistline than a shell- 
casing recommends unleavened bread, 
while her companion in misery, whose only 
method of entertaining her beaux is show 
ing him her baby pictures, eschews peanut 
butter. Any one of them afflicted with 
extreme displacement has a notion. And 
if they lose three pounds, they manifest 
more exuberance than if they’d gained 
twenty-five points on the New York 
Stock Exchange. 

Any club or society which harbors the 
female of the spacious is a reducing ground. 
There’s where most of the work is done. 
Elizabeth, who has to get an aisle seat or 
wait until the show is over before she can 
get out, says Turkish baths are telling. 
Elfin Annie narrates her story about going 
to a physical culture expert for a month 
and losing nothing but her tuition. Grace, 
who hasn’t spoken to her husband since 
she told him she weighed 168 pounds and 
he inquired: “ Net?” relates her experience 
with Toukalas Tea. And then they all 
wonder if they’ll ever get back their youth- 


which all of them are striving. 


Rehearsing the Latest Revue 
Stage Director—I wish I could think 
of a sensational entrance for my show 
girls. 
Musical Director—Why not let them 
walk right out before everybody—fully 
clothed! 


Ode to an Oyster 


By Irene Hap.ey 


HOU silent one! 
I envy thee— 
How quietly thou resteth 
In the nice salty brine of the sea 
That thou didst not make of tears. 
Nay—nay—Thou cryeth not, 
Because thou wert wise 
And kept silent. 
No love letters didst thou write, 
Nor gossip didst repeat. 
No promise didst thou make— 
With no intent to keep. 
So in silence, thou findeth thy measure of 
content. 
Had I, too, been wise and mum—like thee, 
oyster— 
I now would find little to concern me—nor 
worry me, 
Nor mourn for hours misspent. 


Hit by Daylight 
Bragg—My time is worth $100 a minute. 
Flagg—It must have struck you hard 
when they turned the clock an hour ahead. 
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THE HYPNOTIST PLAYS A PRACTICAL JOKE ON THE COSMETIC GIRL. 
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Disgusted Purchaser of ‘Used Car” —U-m-m! A WuHo te nickeL! AND You’RE GOING TO SPEND IT ON CANDY! Now LISTEN, WOULDN’T 
YOU RATHER BUY A NICE CHU-CHU CAR—TIRES, PAINT AND MECHANICALLY PERFECT, RUNS SIXTY-THREE MILES ON A GALLON OF GAS, 


ONLY TRAVELED TWENTY-SEVEN THOUSAND MILES~——-GOOD AS NEW IN EVERY way? My bDEAR CHILD, THINK IT OVER: 


The Impossible 


The Upward Trend in 
Fashion 


G. WELLS says he is in favor of a 
* Bible to fit modern conditions. she never stops!” 
Why doesn’t somebody bring “ A Child’s 
Garden of Verses’’ down to date? Mod- 
ern children are puzzled by reading the 
following: 


the city?” 


Auntie’s Skirts 
Whenever Auntie moves around 
Her dresses make a curious sound. 
They trail behind her up the floor, 
And trundle after through the door. 


Whereas the truth of the matter is 
something like this: 

My Auntie’s skirts are short and trim; 

They show her underpinning slim; 

And whenever blows a vagrant breeze, 

I see my Auntie’s dimpled knees. 


So What’s the Use? 
He—But even without money our 
love would last. 
She—Y es, but we wouldn’t. 


Drawn by Pavt Remy 
Vacationist—WELL, so LONG, OLD Top! 
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“Do you know where she stops when in 


“Oh, a gabbler like her may pause but 
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Not Always 


THE Japanese patient asked for chop 


suey. He had typhoid fever, but his 


case was hopeless so the doctor allowed 


him to eat it—but he recovered. 

The doctor wrote in his note book: 
“‘Chop suey is excellent in typhoid fever 
cases.” 

Shortly afterward, a motion-picture 
actor had typhoid fever and the doctor 
prescribed chop suey. The actor did 
not want it but he ate it, and—failed to 
recover. 

Then the doctor wrote in his note 
book: “Sometimes chop suey is good 
in typhoid fever cases, but sometimes 
it fails to register.” 


Thoughts 
Son (studying spelling lesson)—Dad, 
what is the difference between p-e-n-s- 
i-v-e and e-x-p-e-n-s-i-v-e? 
Father—One, my boy, is to think 
without acting, the other is to act with- 
out thinking. 




















Impressions of a Quiet Evening with a Great Genius 


© RH UMavsval 


Pe a we 2) A Retort 


DiscourleouS 
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Ir THE ANECDOTES ABOUT James McNeit WHISTLER, RECOUNTED BY THOSE WHO CLAIM TO HAVE KNOWN HIM, ARE ALL TRUE, 
THIS IS WHAT HAPPENED WHENEVER HE WAS INVITED OUT TO DINNER. 
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The Dear Old Drum 


By Kate B. Burton 


MY son is growing up tall and lank, 
! And is quite, oh, quite, too old to 
spank. 
His toys that are good I have put away 
For my far-off children’s children’s play. 
But what has become 
Of the dear old drum? 


As ashes to ashes, I tell you true, 
The rocking-horse went to his native glue. 
The rabbits are buried under the sod, 
And the trapeze is naught but a rusty rod. 
What can have become 
Of the dear old drum? 


If the good Lord punishes us for sin, 
Then my special hell is a fearful din 
That is made by the sticks on a pigskin 
tight 
Round the witching hour of six at night. 
That is why, by gum! 
I lost that drum! 


Good-by, Forever 

She was just a tiny girl, and her father 
was a minister. They had always lived in 
the East, but he had been called to another 
field in Oklahoma. They were to depart 
for their destination early the following 
morning. After the little girl had said her 
evening prayer, she appended: “ And now, 
dear God, good-by, for I am going to 
Oklahoma!” 


Impressionistic 
“What gives you the impression that he 
is a good hardware salesman?”’ 
“Well, he bolts his food, tips the waiter, 
squares his shoulders, and gives your hand 
a wrench when he shakes it!”’ 
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“Once I WAS AS ALL OF YOU ARE—WELL-FED, WELL-CLOTHED, PROSPEROUS.” 


“He’s the Only Barber Who Can Cut My Hair” 


By Don Hero.tp 


torn, but look at my perfect 

haircut,” I said to the curious 
crowd that had gathered around me in 
front of the Public Library on Fifth 
Avenue, New York. 

“Tell us your story,’ 
pathetic man. 

“Tell you my story?”’ I said. 

“Tell us your story.” 

“Tell you my story?” 

“Yes, do, do tell us your story.” 

“Very well, sit down, all of you, on the 
steps of the Public Library, and I will tell 
you my story. It is a strange story, a 
very strange story. But I will tell it to 
you. 


. ' j ES, my clothes are tattered and 


, 


said one sym- 
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Novelist, working outdoors—Let’s SEE, WHAT COMES NEXT? On, yes, “Our HERO’S 


SPIRITS WERE DAMPENED.” 


“Once I was as all of you are—well-fed, 
well-clothed, prosperous. No, drink is not 
the cause of my downfall. Any of you may 
come to a fate similar to mine. Once I 
lived here in New York. Since then my 
business has carried me to all parts of the 
world. Just this morning I arrived from 
Australia. But see my perfect haircut. It 
was worth the trip. Andrew cut it. Good 
old Andrew. The only man in the world 
who can cut my hair to suit me. Andrew’s 
barber-shop has been here on Fortieth 
Street for years. If it had not been for 
Andrew, I might have been a successful 
man today instead of the poverty-stricken 
creature you how gaze upon. 

“‘ My offices were here on Fortieth Street. 
Then the company of which I was pres- 
ident moved down to the Battery. When 
I wanted a haircut, I used to take three or 
four hours to ride up town to get Andrew 
to cut it. Then we moved to Philadelphia. 
When I wanted a haircut, I used to take a 
day to come to New York to get Andrew 
to cut it. I would trust no other barber. 
That was not bad, but when I decided to 
transfer my business to San Francisco, it 
was no small matter—those trips every 
three weeks to New York to get Andrew to 
cut my hair—almost two weeks going and 
coming. Most of my time was spent on 
the train. Of course my business suffered. 
But it was when I had to move to Japan 
to look after my investments there, that 
things came to their very worst. [I still 
came back to Andrew, here in New York, 
every three weeks, to get my haircut. I 
had to turn around in mid-ocean in order 
to get back to Andrew on time. It was 
expensive—Lord it was expensive! For 
months I was on trains and ocean steamers. 
My business went to the devil. I lost my 
fortune. On one trip I was caught in a 

torm. Our boat was wrecked. We were 
rescued by a tramp steamer. Eventually, 
I found myself in Australia and———” 

















“The poor man is crying,” said one of 
my listeners. “ Brace up, my man.” 

I braced up. 

“T worked my way back to New York. 
Andrew has just cut my hair. That is all. 
That is the end of my story.” 

“To what do you attribute your down- 
fall?”’ asked one mutt in my audience, 
there on the steps of the Public Library. 

“Gosh, don’t you get the point?”’ I said. 
“Look at me. I am a man who got an 
idea into his head that only one barber in 
the world could cut his hair right.”’ 


A New Species 
By Water Burr 


OMES now, as apologist 
For life’s Great Elect, 
The “abnormal psychologist ’”’ 
To claim our respect. 


Would examine each mind 
From Poe to Bob Burns 

Tell what ails every kind, 
Analyzing by turns. 


Lord, now let arise 
Some new kind of ologist 
Wise enough to analyze 
The “Abnormal Psychologist.” 


Temptable 

Mrs. Milenbrooke—Is your rector fond 
of golf? 

Mrs. Lebsing—Dangerously. Why, 
some of the more fearful members of our 
congregation think we ought to have a 
substitute ready on pleasant Sundays. 


\ IN DOG HOUSE DOWN OR UP 2 
\ ANTS WANTED FOR, 
| PICNIC GROUNDS 





HELP WANTED 


/ FLEA WANTED TO 
MAKE HIMSELF OSE FUL 


CooTie& WANTED — 
WAR EXPERIENCE 
NECESSARY — BRING 
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MAN’S LEG IS 
BROKEN! Quick! SeENpD FOR A DocToR! 

Victim—NeEVER MIND THE Doctor! THAT 
WAS A $19,000 SPACKARD THAT RAN OVER 
ME. SEND FOR A LAWYER! 


Excitable Person—Tue 


And He Did 
Aide-de-Camp—(to Oriental potentate, 
who is making a tourof his domains)— 
Sire, they tell me there is a seminary in 
this village. Will your majesty pause 
long enough to marry it? 





You Never Can Tell 


By Epwarp H. Drescunack 


HE was a pretty little thing, short- 

skirted, pink-cheeked, and bob-haired, 
As she tripped lightly down the runway 
leading from Grand Central station to the 
shuttle, many admiring glances were lev- 
eled in her direction. Two male flirts 
tried to “‘make”’ her, but she ignored them 
completely. 

“Some chicken!”’ exclaimed one youth 
to his pal, as they trailed in her wake, 
‘““Wonder who the lucky chap is she has 
the date with!” 

The “chicken” boarded a Seventh 
Avenue local and alighted at 51st Street. 
The trailing vouths were still in evidence, 
but they followed at a more discreet dis- 
tance; for they had considerable experience 
in this sort of thing! 

As the lovely bit of femininity emerged 
from the subway a_ handsome, broad- 
shouldered man, fully six feet tall, clasped 
her in his arms and kissed her. 

“Mother!”’ he exclaimed fondly, “I 
thought sure I’d missed you!”’ 


Catnipped 
Mrs. Talkwell—Yes, my husband fell 
downstairs yesterday with some vases in 
his arms. 
Mrs. Crusher—Dear, dear! All that 
nice glassware! 


At the Poker Game 
Rub—Gee, I’m sleepy! 
Dub—I didn’t know you were that 
much winner. 








STuUDIC ? 








ANSWER “HESE QUESTIONS 
How MANY ITCHES IN A MOSQUITO ? 


WHERE DOES THE HOLE Go WHEN You 
EAT THE DOUGHNUT ? 


HOW MANY PEEPS INA KEYHOLE ? 


WHAT BECOMES OF THE OPEN Door. 
WHEN You CLOSE IT 7? 


WHERE DoES THE FIST Go WHEN 
YoU OPEN YOUR HAND ? 


HOW MANY CHEESES 
HOw MANY LISPS ARE IN A HARE-LIP ? 


WHEN STANDING ON YouR HEAD LOoKING 
DOWN ARE You LOoKiInG 


LINE FORMS ON RIGHT 


; \ 
In A MOVIE 















OISCHARGE 


BUGWALE EMPLOYMENT AGENCY 
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T. Eptson Buc Prorounps a Few Posers ror Jos-SEEKERS. 
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“Anp Justice Is a Hottow WHEEZE, 


The 


TRY to dodge, without avail. the 
peelers who would run me in; I 
spend my weary days in jail, where 
it is hard to sing and grin. 

There are 30 many laws, these 
times, a fellow has no chance, gadzooks; 
he’s thrown in jail for foolish crimes he 
didn’t know were on the books. And 
Justice is a hollow wheeze, a dismal joke 
that’s on the bum; inspectors hide behind 
the trees and pinch me when they see me 
come. 

Last month I bought a new sedan and 
took her out to tour a while; along the 
pike she bravely ran for fourteen-sixteenths 
of a mile. And then a speed cop, stern 
and dour, came from behind a near-by 
tree; “You hit up forty miles an hour,” he 
said, and left a writ with me. 

Next day he found my lenses wrong, and 
summoned me to court again; the judge 
put up a dance and song and touched me 
for twelve iron men. 

Next day I parked my gaudy boat beside 
a fireplug, in the town; a peeler came and 


By War Mason 
Illustration by RaLtpH BARTON 


got my goat, and Justice trimmed me good 
and brown. 

And then my cut-out made a noise that 
stirred the anger of the law; and now I’m 
herding with the boys in prison, with its 
moldy straw. They gathered all the coin 
I had in fines and costs and things like 
those; whate’er I did I got in bad, and 
merely multiplied my .woes. 

One day I bought a pint of hops, to make 
some yeast, the old-time way; and I was 
pinched by seven cops and hauled to prison 
in a dray. For hops, it seems, are sinful 
herbs that wretches use for making beer; 
the jurist sprung some moral blurbs, and 
said I'd stay in jail a year. 

I dug a tunnel from my cell, and on the 
corner made a speech; I stood and argued 
wildly well that Justice surely is a peach. 

“T pay my taxes like a man,” I cried in 
loud and ringing tones; “I live upon a 
frugal plan and try to save my _ hard- 
earned bones. I try to be a shining light, a 
grand example to the young; I strive to 
walk the path of right, and yet I’m always 
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A DismMaL JoKE THAT’s ON THE Bum.” 


Martyr 


being stung. I cannot breathe the night 
air in, but some inspector will exclaim, 
‘The breath you drew smelled strong of 
gin, and I must camp upon your frame.’” 

And even as I made lament, the cops 
broke in upon my wail, and back to custody 
I went, and drew nine years for breaking jail. 

And here I sit and smoke my pipe, and 
old maids tell me, through the bars, the 
day’s at hand, the time is ripe, when pipes 
must go, and eke cigars. 

I think about our noble sires, who died 
that freedom might prevail; if they could 
come, on rubber tires, and see posterity in 
jail! Alas, that phantom caravan would 
see the costly freedom dead; the hoose- 
gow waits for every man whose nose may 
have a tint of red. The tolbooth stands 
with open doors to welcome and to gather 
in the criminal who rashly pours his forty 
drops of kickless gin. 

My skies are dark that once were blue, 
and wearily I go my ways; no matter 
what I chance to do, I draw ten dollars or 
ten days. 
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Optimi t—(sent to hoe garden)—Hvutty Gee! 


Fools Rush In 
By Jay G’DeEE 


AM an imaginative soul. That is the 

reason you are reading this; that and 
the fact that I read this: “ For sale, a baby 
carriage, never used.’’ Merely a classified 
ad in a Houston paper, but it took hold 
on me and would not let me alone. 

Sympathy is the natural environment of 
my soul. I re-read the ad. My fancy 
lingered on the last two words; the pathos 
of them; the tragedy that was in them. 
From the innermost depths of my re- 
sponsive being I stretched out an invisible 
hand to the father—the mother—not in 
fact, perhaps, but in fancy, I was sure 
to comfort them. They must know of 
my pity for them; that I was trying to the 
best of my feeble ability to share with them 
their sorrow, to lift if only such a little 
the load of loneliness they bore, loneliness 
for the little one that had been denied 
them. 

“For sale, a baby carriage, never used.” 

Mentally, I put my hand on that poor, 
lonesome, would-be father’s shoulder. 
Figuratively, I wept with him; literally, 
I wept for him. 

I must see him and condole with him. 
Alas! how well I knew the pain of his un 
satisfied longings. 

I noted the address and lost no time. 
The cares of life might intrude. I must 
see him while the mood lasted. I would 
not have him doubt my sincerity and even 
the truest sympathy, for the sufferings of 
another may be affected by the uncom- 
promising realities of one’s own existence. 
Hence the need for haste. 

Fortunately I found him at home. He 
was mowing the front lawn, and whistling 
cheerfully as he worked. 

I paused an instant to gaze and admire. 


It was such a brave life he was living. His 
heart broken under the crushing weight of 
unfulfilled desire, but to the world this 
man, with the cancer of loneliness eating 
daily, hourly, into his very soul, turned a 
face that gave no sign. 

I was proud of the honor that was so 
near, the honor of grasping the hand of 
this unquenchable spirit—or, at least, 
of the mortal body that surrounded it. I 
stammered in my confusion, ‘‘I—I—I 
understand that you have a_ b-b-baby 
c-c-carriage for sale.” 

I poured the light of sympathy from 
the windows of my soul. I could very 
nearly see it, myself. 

“That’s right.” he answered me in a 
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But I’VE GOT SOMETHING TO BE THANKFUL FoR! 


brave—a defiant tone. it seemed. He was 
not going to let the world know. 

““I—I——Could you give me—your- 
reasons for selling?”’ I trembled. Was I 
too precipitate? Had I been too abrupt? 
The greatest surgeons are the tenderest, 
though they may seem needlessly cruel 
to the uninitiated, but he could see that 
I—surely he could—— 

“Certainly. You see we figured too 
low. It’s only a single and—” he grinned, 
damn him-——‘“‘ when the time came we had 
to get a double-seater.” 


Heart Left-Overs 
A man likes warmed-over love almost as 
well as he does hash 
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Uncrowvep Proressions: THe PHotoGRAPHy OF CHILDREN. 
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Is IT POSSIBLE THAT THE EMINENT STOMACH 
SPECIALIST WHO ALWAYS PUTS HIS PATIENTS 


A Nautical Nightmare 
By Epwarp S. Rankin 
I’M the skipper of a schooner, I have 
schooned the seven seas, 
I have skipped from Singapore to Don 
egal; 
She’s as graceful as a greyhound as she 
bounds before the breeze, 
She’s my sweetheart, she’s my schooner, 
Saucy Sal. 


From her deck I’ve watched the flying-fish 
fly flashing into view, 
And the portly porpoise sport about her 
prow, 
Seen the snowy seagulls soaring, circling 
swiftly through the blue, 
Heard the musing sea mews mewing on 
her bow. 


When the sailors chant their chanty as 
they set the spreading sail, 
I have sometimes seen the spanker spank 
the sprit, 
Seen the capstan bar the cabin, the belay- 
ing pin the rail, 
And the marlin spike the hawser to the 
bitt. 


I’m the skipper of a schooner and I love 
my shapely ship, 
And I hope that when my time shall 
come to go— 
Canvas spread and pennant flying, with my 
schooner I may skip 
Straight to Davy Jones’s Locker down 


below. 
In a Taxi 
By Geo. B. Jenkins, Jr. 
S the whirring taximeter speeds 


desperately, trying to out-race the 
taxi, I sit and watch the dark. dim shadow 
that is you. Many times before, I have 
tidden in taxis with fair and frolicsome 


ON A MILK DIET—IS A VERY HEAVY STOCK- 
HOLDER IN THE CONSOLIDATED MILK Co.? 


damsels, and so I know what my behavior 
should be in this environment. 

Even though I know I am not supposed 
to stay permanently welded to the op- 
posite side of the machine, I do not en- 
croach upon your side of the seat. My 
glances toward you are careful and hope- 
ful, vet I remain carefully distant. 

For. in extracting your lip-rouge and 


powder-puff from your hand-bag, I caught 
a glimpse of the bag’s contents. And a 
girl who carries a small, pearl-handled, but 
perfectly serviceable revolver in her hand- 
bag will always be treated with respect. 

Therefore, I cling closely to my side of 
the taxi, wondering. 


The Cynic Dissects 
the Fair 


By Roytston MarkHaM 


NEVER judge a woman’s disposition 
by her smile. 

To discover a woman’s weakness: keep 
quiet and listen. 

Woman has all the diseases that man is 
heir to—except lockjaw. 

Deafness in women is seldom due to 
practice in the art of listening. 

A woman who is unable to keep a secret 
can always find another who will help her. 

A woman is satisfied with her newest 
gown when she learns that her worst enemy 
doesn’t like it. 


No, Thanks! 
None of us care for a hand-out from the 
hand of Fate. 


Puzzled 
She—Have you ever thought of marriage? 
He—Thought? I’ve wondered about it! 





By Joun Hevp Jr.+-. sorce MircHen. 
The President of the Hapless Head of American Helpless Homes, to the Chairwoman of the 


Sisterhood 


of Workless Women—Let’s CALL A CONFERENCE TO SEE IF WE CAN’T INDUCE 


YOU TO SPEND AT LEAST A WEEK-END WITH US. 
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My Island Home 


By R. Crousseau 


; HERE’S something about an island 

T that sets it apart—if you get what 

I mean. The water, to be sure; 
but water alone, any amount of it, does 
not make a successful island. Take Bim- 
ini, for example. No; there’s no punch 
in an isle whose only or chief distinction 
is H,0. 

Mr. O’Brien has done some brilliant 
press-agenting of late for certain islands 
of the South Seas. The Garden of Eden, 
apparently, was a Death Valley, or at least 
a Sunday-school picnic ground, by com- 
parison. There are as many Eves hanging 
around there waiting for ripe, red apples, 
as there are Evas in an “Uncle Tom’s 
Cabin” road show. 

But Mr. O’Brien may have his Marque- 
sans, so far as I am concerned. I'll back 
my island against his entire archipelago. 

Mine is properly water-bound; in fact, 
it is at present, water-logged. It is long 
and svelte in shape, like a cocktail shaker, 
or like one of its native maidens. It is 
known to the world as Manhattan. 

Life on Manhattan Island, like that in 
the Marquesans, has undergone within 
a generation extensive changes. The 
natives, a simple, kindly folk, confined 
their wildest orgies to a single festival, 
with which they welcomed the glad New 
Year; they then proceeded to play card 
games, to dance away the hours, and ply 
mild forms of trade. 

Then, from more sophisticated regions 
came the invaders: from Missouri, Texas, 
New England, Germany, Pittsburgh, Rus- 
sia, San Francisco, Italy, Keokuk—and 
introduced the extravagant and reckless 
living we find here now. The gentle 
natives have gradually succumbed. Many 
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*““Wuy DID YOU INVITE THAT BOOR TO YOUR HOUSE PARTY?” 
““WELL, THERE IS SOMETHING I LIKE ABOUT HIM.” 


have died, some have escaped, still others 
have intermarried with the invaders. 

It is not the same place at all. In fact, 
there are over two million cities now lo- 
cated in this elongated neck of the woods. 
One for each inhabitant; no two alike. 
The newcomer brings his own city with 
him: Naples, Cork, Saint Joe, East Cat- 
taraugus—anything. Thus everybody is 
satisfied. 

A recent invasion, however has proved 
highly unpopular with the majority of 
the people. There irrupted one Anderson, 
as desiccated as a fish, but not so dry. 
Saint Patrick was an old soak in compari- 
son with this individual; he is suffering 
with an anti-snake complex which causes 
him to see snakes everywhere, especially 
on this island. Since his attack these 
elusive care-chasers have been compelled 


Ir OMAR WERE ALIVE TO-DAY. 
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to take up their abode under the rose or 
the kitchen sink or any other old shelter, 
Being held in superstitious veneration by 
the inhabitants they often come out to 
sun themselves and warm the cockles of 
ancient and aching hearts. 

Mr. O’Brien draws enticing pictures of 
the golden brown girls of his enchanted 
isles, who wear hibiscus flowers over their 
ears in place of the familiar cootie-cages, 
and instead of fig leaves, chic little aprons 
of warm-hued bloom. 

Odds bodkins! There is more feminine 
pulchritude to the square yard on this 
island than in any other place of its size 
in the world. Golden brown fudge! Our 
girls are of all colors, collectively and in- 
dividually—except green. They may wear 
more clothes, some of them, than the soft- 
shelled naiads and dryads of O’Brienland, 
but this is solely out of 
deference to a conservative 
element among the inhabi- 
tants. Their apparel stead- 
ily grows more scant. No- 
body need pay a passage to 
the South Seas and endure 
the pangs of Pacific hurri- 
canes until Follies and 
Whirls have gone where the 
good snakes go. 

The ownership of the 
island is divided between a 
tribe of friendly Indians, 
who have a wigwam near 
the southern end, and a vast 
breed of Orientals. The In- 
dians have the political con 
trol, allowing the white in- 
habitants to go through the 


‘ Becagt eae motions of governing, which 
ay amuses them (the Indians) 
a 






and provides them with their 
principal sources of revenue. 
> Had the Orientals been 
the discoverers of the island 
they would have made better 
terms with the aborigines 
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than the careless Hollanders did. These 
lavish folk, in payment for the island, 
surrendered valuable merchandise, to the 
extent of sixty guilders, or not less than 
thirty dollars. The sons of Abraham 
would have secured the real estate as a 
gift, and induced the aborigines to pay 
them a bonus of wampum to settle 
here. 

The natural wonders of the island are 
many. There are also some unnatural 
wonders. One of the meanings of the 
name Manhattan is “Land of Sublime 
Bluffs.” These blufis do not appear on 
the map; they are too large. They are 
higher than the skyscrapers, which are 
the tallest in the world. If there is any- 
thing taller than the bluffs it is the rentals. 

Among the unnatural (and natural) 
marvels of Manhattan are Greenwich 
Village, restaurants, salesladies, dogs, 
women’s clubs, rapid transit, and 
waiters. 


The Fascinating Lady 


By Harry Irving Soumway 


VERNON ROBSON and I were smok- 
ing in a quiet corner of the club. It 

was too late to start out for any place and 
yet not a fitting hour in which to go home. 
“Robbie, old boy,” I said, knocking the 
ash from my cigar. ‘‘ Why is it that people 
fight shy of that Miss Whippleson? It 
seems a mystery to me. She is charming, 


mighty good-looking, and dresses beauti- 
fully.” 
He laughed. 


Driven by J. Norman L¥np 


Mr. Caveman—Y es, I KNow, YOU WANT SENTIMENT AND ROMANCE 
AND ALL THAT POETIC STUFF THAT WENT BIG SEVERAL CENTURIES 
But I HAVE A LIVING TO MAKE FOR BOTH OF US, AND IN 
THIS MATERIALISTIC AGE |]’M KEPT HUSTLING TO DO IT. 
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“You don’t know 
her very well, do you?” = 
he asked. Se 

“Not very. Only 3% 
met her once and that 
was last night. But I 
have seen her often. 
Always thought she was 
ripping.” 

“Hum. She is at- 
tractive to look at,” he 
said. 

“ Attractive? I ex- 
claimed. ‘Man, she is 
more. She has such a 
keen sense of judgment, 
appreciation. For in- 
stance, after dinner last 
night we strolled off to 
a quiet corner and had 
a charming conversa- 
tion. We became ex- 
cellent friends in mere 
minutes.” 

“Yes, she can do 
that,”’ said my friend. 
“What did she tell you 
in particular, if I may 
not appear bold or too 
inquisitive?” 

“Well.” I answered. “She—er—told 
me that I was interesting, for one thing. 
Of course I hate to say this but she also 
admitted she had always thought me—er— 
distinguished -looking—and had often 
thought it a pity we had not met before. 
Then she—er—said I was the ideal age for 
aman; forty seemed to appeal to her. And 

she seemed so interested 
in my work—said she 
could listen to me talk 
about it forever. Tell 
me, old boy, what have 
people against her?” 
He blew a cloud of 
moke into the air 
before he replied. 
“Nothing much, ex- 
" cept that she’s an 
i awful liar,” he said. 


” 


DIDN'T SEE You.” 





Standardized 

Howard — Louise 
wears such a thick veil 
that I haven’t seen her 
face for ages. 

Jay—How do you rec- 
ognize her? 

Howard — Oh, the 
same old legs! 


The Day of Woman 
“That young lady’s 
up to snuff, Aunt Jane.” 
“Heavens! It’sa nasty 
habit, even in a man.” 


Musicallow 
A man blowing his 
own horn may also be 
said to be harping on 
one subject. 
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“PLEASE DO IT 






AGAIN, Mister! My LITTLE ‘BROTHER 


The Ready-Made Suit 
By Epmunp J. Kierer 
HE startling ad in the Sunday paper. 
The resolve to take advantage of the 
cut in prices. 
The lunch-hour sprint to the store. 
The salesman’s ringing handshake. 
The casual inquiry about the advertised 
bargains. 
The reluctant showing. 
The flattering dissuasion. 
The sixty-dollar blues. 
The exposure in shirt sleeves. 
The bewildering tryings on. 
The shame-faced posing before the mirror. 
The salesman’s whispered confidences. 
The gradual weakening. 
The half-hearted decision. 
The hurry call for the tailor. 
The checking-off of needed alterations. 
The assurances of perfect satisfaction. 
The parting requests. 
The breezy farewell. 
The light-headed exit. 
The return to normalcy. 
The day of doubt. 
The speculative home-coming. 
The cautious unwrapping of the suit. 
The shy encasing of the limbs. 
The neck-craning inspection. 
The sudden slap of conviction. 
The misfit. 


In Fine Trim 
“Your rubber plant seems flourishing.” 
“Ves, my wife took it South for its 
health last winter.” 


Not So as You’d Notice It 
Teacher—Freddy, do you use slang? 
Freddy—I'1l tell the world I don’t! 
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Tue Caste or Honesty 


HE National Surety Company, 
publishing certain statistics, pats fat 
men, profane men, women and 

Chinamen on the back as the greatest 
champions of honesty. This fiat establishes 
a caste system, and affixes an opprobrious 
suspicion upon meager men and men with 
milky mouths. There is nothing we can 
do but swear heartily, invite an influx of 
Chinamen and shift fiduciary affairs to the 
women folk. 

The tallow in the human body promotes 
integrity. This is the dictum, and snoop- 
ing along the thrones of history seems to 
support Surety companies and Cesar’s 
order: ‘‘Let me have fat men about me, 
sleek-headed men and such as sleep o’ 
nights.”” The laudable achievement of 
obesity may now fill the stoutest hearts with 
pride, just as the nurse and doctor greet the 
fat baby and deplore the puny one. 

This factor of weight introduces a new 
principle of progress. We will at last prac- 
tically apply those hints in the noble pas- 
sages of the Scriptures which describe the 
mountains, clouds, winds and kings as 
weighed in the balance and found wanting. 
There is a fine simplicity in thus determin- 
ing by a pair of scales the intrinsic value of 
human bodies and brains. Every act of life 
is now a guess. We consequently make 
some lamentable errors in judgment, and 
are often unable to tell a wizard from a 
weasel, a planet from a plumber, a saint 
from a shyster. 

We must now breed a ponderous race. 
It is quite easy to propagate profanity. We 
must erect leisure and hilarity into para- 
mount institutions and practice the feeding 
systems of succulent cooks. The rules of 
swearing may be learned by any intelligent 
person, either by listening to short-tem- 
pered farmers in a drought, or by studying 

and other holy men who cursed in the 
bitterness of their hearts. 

A fat population would remove the per- 
petual anxiety of creditors. Spicing the 
wind with the pepper of profanity would 
refresh our jaded spirits. Should any of our 
withered skeletons fail to borrow money or 


get on the payroll they need but to eat 
more and swear more. Of course, those 
incurably prejudiced against fat and curses, 
can still remain women and Chinamen. 


Our NeEGLectep ANIMAL KINGDOM 


HE languishing Summer is now agape 

with curiosity. Our perpetual thirst 
for knowledge is flooded by the gushing tor- 
rents of facts sweeping through the portals 
of the news. We who have lived by 
machinery now see the inexhaustible re- 
sources of the hitherto neglected animal 
kingdom. A Chicago traffic policeman has 
taught his parrot, after much coaching, the 
secrets of jams and speedings, and the bird 
regulates the concourse by crying ‘‘ Stop!” 
“Slow up!”’**Goahead!”’ It has no argu- 
ments with chaffeurs, no flirtations, no 
threats nor profanity—and no salary. 

In Clearfield, Pa., a party of hunters 
backed their automobile into the brush- 
wood to repair a flat tire. An indignant 
rattlesnake sank its fangs into the tire. In 
a few minutes the tire had swelled until the 
puncture was closed. It was a perfect job 
of repair work. 

In Uniontown, Pa., Mrs. Cornish was 
peeling potatoes for supper during a 
thunderstorm. With a knife in her hand 
and bending over the pot of potatoes, 
lightning struck and rendered her uncon- 
scious. But when she recovered it was 
discovered that the lightning had formed a 
current around the pot, cooking the pota- 
toes. 

It will occur to all ingenious and enter- 
prising minds that we stand on the 
threshold of a new era. A corps of well- 
trained animals would solve the. servant 
problem. Hens might be trained to lay 
their eggs in the frying-pan, beside the 
bacon. Eagles could patriotically carry 
the U. S. mail. Sea serpents, instead of 
posing exclusively for advertising purposes, 
should act as lifeguards. Kangaroos in 
dress-suits make superb dancing partners. 
Antelopes could be our messenger boys. 
Although we are adroit in passing the 
buck, we have much to learn in chasing 
goats. 

These are simply helpful suggestions. 
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The economist will at once perceive the 
possibilities and elaborate them into a sys- 
tem as comprehensive as that of Adam 
Smith. Instead of supporting a multitude 
of animals, we should teach them to sup- 
port us. 


CoLLEGE GIRLS AND THE Birtu-RATE 


E did not expect college girls to have 

babies. But they knew better. 
Several classes have offered prizes to the 
mother of the first baby after graduation. 
This is going to be a great race. The 
thrill of the contest will communicate it- 
self to others. Youth thus takes its fate in 
its hand to perpetuate youth, and the pop 
ulation is ready to frame metaphors, simi- 
les, ejaculations and all the declamation of 
delight, while we watch the mail and the 
telegraph wire. 

The portals of Providence, flying open 
among the books, disclose to our enrap- 
tured gaze the astonishing fact that cul- 
ture makes glowing women, not only 
polished to ornament, but to replenish, a 
happy land. Some disconsolate seer with 
the second sight once sat down in a heap 
of ashes and muttered otherwise. Pro- 
priety had enjoined strict silence. Prudish- 
ness avoided it abashed. Evidently the 
girls found it out for themselves. 

The young ladies have exhibited the can- 
dor of the age, and a plain, free honesty 
worth imitating. Our older generations 
seem to have nourished a suspicion that 
motherhood was a transient institution, in- 
stigated by some mysterious cause and 
likely to be suppressed before their off- 
spring reached maturity. Our college 
girls, with an authoritative voice, an- 
nounce that they will remove it from the 
merely speculative and inexplicable phe- 
nomena by making it a flourishing and per- 
ment business. 

This discovery that the birth-rate is a 
personal affair, and not an attribute of Mal 
thus and the milk-bottle manufacturers, is 
final. Our most subtle and powerful intel- 
lects have been prostrated by the problem 
of race suicide. Excellent folk thought it 
presumptuous to meddle. We now find out 
that the Lord and the mothers will provide. 
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Shakes- 


Better Authority—‘‘It was 
peare, wasn’t it, who said ‘Sweet are the 
uses of -adversity’?” 

“Shakespeare may have said it origi- 
nally, but I heard it from a lawyer who 
had pocketed 65 per cent. of an estate.” 
--Boston Transcript. 


Most Important—“ Are all the wit- 
nesses present who are to testify in this 
divorce case?” 

“Every one.” 

“Who’s the fellow with the squint?” 

“He’s our keyhole witness.” —Birming- 
ham A ge- Herald. 


A Gentleman Wanted—Mrr. Bully was 
cross-examining a downtrodden witness. 

“Now, sir,” he thundered, “you have 
stated under oath that this man had the ap- 
pearance of a gentleman! Please tell the 
jury how a gentleman looks—in your esti- 
mation!” 

“Well—er 


stammered 


a gentleman looks like er—a 
er—” the poor confused 
witness. 

With unmerciful sarcasm 
plunged to the attack again. 

“T don’t want any of your ‘ers,’ and re- 
member you are on oath! Can you see 
anybody in the court who looks like a gen- 
tleman?” 

The witness’s eyes for the first time 
showed anger, and he blared out: 

“Stand out of the way and then perhaps 
Ican. You’re not transparent!”— Kan- 
sas City Star. 


the counsel 


A Poser—During the cross-examination 
of a witness in a case tried in an Iowa court, 
the examining lawyer demanded, rather 
pompously : 

“Now, sir, did you or did you not, on 


| the day in question or at any other time, 


say to the defendant or any one else that 
the statement imputed to you and denied 
by the plaintiff was a matter of no mo- 
ment or otherwise? Answer me, yes or no.” 

The witness seemed bewildered. “ Yes or 
no what?” he finally managed to gasp 
out.— Philadelphia Public Ledger. 





Obliging Him—“ Your honor, I’m not 
hardened criminal.” 
“No?” 
“Why there’s nothing I enjoy more than 
a good book.” 

“All right. I'll give you to years to 
catch up with your reading.”—Birming- 
ham A ge- Herald. 
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Trying Pidgin English —There was a 
prominent lawyer in San Francisco who 
prided himself on his astuteness in ques- 
tioning Chinese witnesses. He was very 
near-sighted, however, and on one occasion 
got into difficulty through failing to notice 
that the dress of a certain Chinese witness 
was of finer texture than that worn by the 
ordinary coolie. The following dialogue 
ensued. 

“What is your name?” 

“Sell Lung.” 

“Do you live in San Francisco?” 

ws he 

“Do you savvy God?” 

“Mr. Attorney, if you mean to ask whe- 
ther I comprehend the entity of our Crea- 
tor, I will merely reply that on next Thurs- 
day evening I shall address the State Min- 
isterial Association upon the subject of 
‘The Divinity of Christ,’ and I shall be 
pleased if you will attend.” To the day of 
his death the celebrated lawyer will never 
escape the question, “ You savvy God? ”— 
Case and Comment. 


Social Histrionics 











““WHOSE WAS THE BEST ACTING AT THE 
AMATEUR THEATRICALS?” 

““MINE, PRETENDING TO ENJOY THE PER- 
; icE!”— Mail 
FORMANCE! London Mail. 
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Junk!—A Scotsman, anxious as usual to 
“make a bit,” hit upon the idea of collect- 
ing old tin cans and pieces of scrap iron. 

Having accumulated a good collection he 
sent them to a local junk store. 

Somehow or other, however, they went 
astray and were delivered to the wrong 
place. 

Imagine his surprise the next morning 
when he received the following letter from 
a garage: 

“Dear Sir: Your motor car to hand. We 
have never seen a worse smash, but we will 
do our best to put it together again. We 
send you herewith an estimate for the cost 
of repair and approximate date of delivery.” 
— Houston Post. 


Job’s Reputation Busted—“ Patient, 
isn’t he?” 

“Very. I think he could even teach his 
own wife to drive the car without losing his 
temper.” —Detroit Free Press. 


Accommodating—The Motorist—Say, 
friend, my engine’s stalled. Think you can 
help me find out what’s the matter with 
it? 

Constable Talltimber—I can, but I won’t 
just now. I can’t pinch you for speedin’, 
but in ten minutes I’ll fix up your engine, 
an’ then pinch you for parkin’ here too 
long.—Boston Globe. 


Telepathy—“I daresay you are on the 
point of telling me where to go,” remarked 
the motorist who had smashed a fender on 
the car of another motorist. 

“That isn’t necessary now,” replied 
the second motorist. “I see you have 
already guessed it.”—Birmingham Age- 
Herald. 


A Humble Suppliant—“ Somebody is 
ringing the front door bell.” 

“Must be a collector or a pedler.” 

“What makes you think so?” 

“Tf it was anyone I know or wanted to 
see he wouldn’t ring the bell; he’d just sit 
out in his car and honk his horn.” —Detroit 


Free Press. 
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Hopeless—He—So your father and 
mother both object to me. Can’t they be 
won over? 

She—I'm afraid not. It’s the only thing 
they have agreed on in years.—Boston 
Transcript. 


Easy to Do— He—Will you marry me? 

She—Do you think you could keep me 
in clothes? 

He—Well, partly in. You wouldn’t 
want to dress out of style, would you?— 
St. Paul Dispatch. 


A Tightwad—‘“I fear I have made a 
mistake.” 

“Why, dear?” 

“Fred proposed in a taxi, and the minute 
I accepted him he paid the bill and we got 
out and walked.”—Boston Transcript. 


Honest Tom—“I’m glad I broke my 
engagement with Tom,” Mabel observed 
indignantly. “He’s no gentleman.” 

“Why, I have always thought him one,” 
Tess commented in surprise. “What has 
he done?” 

“Well, I sent him back his presents— 
that is, all except the diamond ring and a 
few other things that I was really entitled 
to, considering how many times he had 
taken dinner at our house and all, and 
asked him to return mine.” 

“Well, did he refuse?” 

“He did not. He not only sent back a 
box of cigars, unopened, and a penwiper 
and a knit necktie, but he sent also five 
boxes of face powder, saying he estimated 
that to be about the quantity he had taken 
away on his coat during the time we were 
engaged.” — Houston Post. 


Her Choice—Mr. Baggs—I hear you 
have got engaged to my son, Miss Smythe. 
I think you might have seen me first. 

His Stenographer—\ did. But I pre- 
ferred Harold!— Kansas City Star. 


Too Dangerous to Risk 

















“PUT THESE FLOWERS ON YOUR TABLE AND YOUR HUSBAND WILL THINK HE IS IN ITALY!’ 


’ 


“T’> RATHER NOT! WE ARE GOING THERE TOMORROW.” —Lustige Blactter (Berlin). 
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Submerging Silence 

















“T SHOULD LIKE TO TAKE THE ROOM You 
HAVE TO LET, BUT I NOTICE THAT YOU HAVE A 
VERY YOUNG CHILD. ITs CRYING WOULD 
PROBABLY DISTURB ME AT MY WORK AND 
STUDIES.” 

“Ou, NOT AT ALL, str! Every TIME THE 
CHILD BEGINS TO CRY, MY DAUGHTER SITS DOWN 
AND DROWNS THE NOISE ON THE PIANO.”’—K_ods 
Hans (Copenhagen). 








Human Nature—People who complain 
the home paper has no news get all het up if 
it isn’t delivered to them right on the min- 


Flint Journal. 





ute every time. 


The Ego in Verse—“I have a little 
something here in the way of a poem,” 
began the caller, apologetically. 

“T’ll look over it,”’ said the editor. 

“Much obliged, I’m sure.” 

“Tt’s always a pleasure to meet an am- 
ateur bard who doesn’t imagine he’s 
crowding Keats, Swinburne and Shelley.” 

Birmingham Age- Herald. 


Enterprise—We live in a fast age and 
the journalist of the present day must be 
up and doing. Jones took a little daily 
that was published in his home town, and 
the editor thereof prided himself on the tel- 
egraph news which the paper carried. But 
it has been often and truthfully said that 
“Murder will out.” Jones picked up the 
little daily one evening and was somewhat 
surprised at this announcement on the 
front page: “The Bulletin contains no 
telegraph news today, owing to the care- 
lessness of the express company.” — Kansas 
City Star. 


Militant Journalism—‘‘How many 
papers in this town?” asked the strangef 
in Chiggersville. 

“One.” 

“But I understood there were two— 
the Clarion and the Times.” 

“Sir, I am the editor of the Clarion. I 
never have recognized and never will 
recognize the existence of a competitor.”— 
Birmingham A ge- Herald. 
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A Mild Tooter—‘ Dick” Aubrey’s lat- 
est is a Swede story he picked up while 
traveling in Wisconsin. 

Ole Ander, a vokel, visiting in town one 
day, asked a restaurant proptietor: 

“Got any squirrel whisky?” 

“No,” said the restaurant man, “but I 
can slip you a little Old Crow.” 

“ Aye don’t vant to fly,” said the Swede, 
“aye just vant to yump around a little bit.” 
—Youngstown Telegram. 


The New Meaning—“ Paw, I don’t 
understand this story I’m reading. What 
is meant by ‘The abode of spirits?’”’ 

“The hip pocket, my son.’’— Nashville 
Tennesseean. 


The Test—“ How do you get along with 
Mr. Grumpson?”’ 

“Well, I’ve been acquainted with him 
for some time, but I don’t know yet 
whether he is a superficial grouch or a con- 
firmed misanthrope.”’ 

“How do you propose to find out?” 

“T’ve invited him to join me in a game of 
golf with nothing in my locker.”—Bir- 
mingham Age- Herald. 


Horrified—“ You are pale. Is the boot- 
legger on trial a friend of yours?” 

“No; but just listen to that chemist tes- 
tifying about the horrible ingredients. I’ve 
got some of the same stuff.’’—Louisviile 
Courier-Journal. 


Sahara — First Clubman — After all, 
there’s no place like home. 

Second Clubman—Perhaps you’re right 
—this club life has got dry.—Detroit News. 


The Seat of Sorrow 


A Bolt from the Blooey 

















“Hi, THERE! My norsE HAS BOLTED! Stop your motor!” 
“T can’t! My car nas BoLTeD!”—Kasper (Stockholm). 


As Times Change—“ The old drinking 
customs have passed away.” 

“They have,” agreed Uncle Bill Bottle- 
top. “Instead of taking water on the side 
a man now calls for an antidote.” —Wash- 
ington Star. 


Evasive— Tell me, old thing,” asked 

a friend of the great} English novelist, 

“did you run across any pro- 
hibitionists in America?” 











“T tried to, but they dodged,” 
answered the Chesterton, as he 
stepped on the gas.—Barber 
County ( Kan.) Index. 


Got Acquainted—“ Having 
any success with your garden?” 

“The best ever,” replied Mr. 
Jagsby. 

“What are you raising?” 

“Nothing. But if I hadn’t had 
a row with one of my new neigh- 
bors over his chickens and then 
a reconciliation I might not have 
discovered that he has a well 
stocked cellar.”—Birmingham 
Age- Herald. 


Not Unexpected—“ His death 
was sudden and _ unexpected, 
wasn’t it?” 








“My DEAR CHILD, WHEN | AM OBLIGED TO GIVE You 
A SPANKING, DO YOU NOT THINK | SUFFER AS MUCH AS 


You po!” 


“MAayBE, BUT NOT IN THE SAME PLACE.” —Le Journal 


Amusant (Paris). 


“Tt wassudden, but wecan’t say 
that it was unexpected after he told 
us that he was making whisky for 
his own use.” —Deiroit Free Press. 
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Nature Is so Crude!—Mrs. Newrich 
(critically)—Who ever saw trees look like 
them? They don’t look natural at all. 

Dauber (loftily)—Madam, this :3 not 
nature—it is art.—Boston Transcript. 








Already Done.—“I really must paint 
this lovely landscape!” 

“Don’t trouble—the billboard people 
have beaten you to it.” — New York Sun. 

Easily Arranged—‘“ This illustration 
won’t do,” said the novelist. 

“Why not?” asked the artist. 

“You’ve drawn my heroine on horse- 
back. She’s an invalid and that’s what 
makes the book so confounded pathetic.” 

“Well, let this picture represent her as 
she was before she lost her health.’”’—Bir- 
mingham A ge- Herald. 


Why It Is Necessary—‘ Why is scan- 
tiness of attire considered so necessary in 
art?” 

“You see,”’ replied the eminent sculptor, 
“it takes a long time to make a statue and 
we couldn’t afford to have it left on your 
hands because the clothes were out of 
style.”"—Washington Star. 
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A Variant in the Vernacular 

















Modern Child—Mummte, can I Transtate “Recarpez, Monsieur” witx “Look HERE, OLD 
Guy” ?—(London Bystander). 
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Picture Stuff—The film business is 
developing a slang all its own. 

A salesman approached an exhibitor in a 
small town near here the other day and 
proposed a private screening. 

“ How many spools?” asked the exhibitor. 

“Seven,” the salesman replied. 

“All right, squirt it.”—Youngstown 
Telegram. 





How to Tell the Truth—Speaking of 
moving-picture actors, a good story is told 
of one who was suing a company for 
breach of contract. When asked by the 
court why he claimed so large a sum he 
replied, “It is because I am the greatest 
actor in the world.” 

A few days later some of his friends 
badgered him about the mighty high 
opinion of himself expressed in the state- 
ment. “I know it must have sounded 
somewhat conceited,” he explained, “but 
I was under oath, so what could I do?” 
—Boston Transcript. 


Priceless Possessions—“His face is 
making him a fortune.” 

“Ts he so handsome as that?” 

“No. He has the only comedy set of 
whiskers in screendom long enough to trip 
over.”"—Film Fun. 


Strategy—“ You say this bank was 
robbed in broad daylight and nobody in- 
terfered?” 

“Exactly.” 

“How did that happen?” 

“One of the robbers set up a motion-pic- 
ture camera on the sidewalk, without any 
film in it, and briskly turned the crank 
while his pals brought out the loot.”— 
Birmingham Age- Herald, 


Atavistic Influence—Mr. Van Gelt— 
What’s the matter with the new butler? 
He seems very nervous about something. 

Mrs. Van Gelt—He used to be a movie 
actor, and he just found out that we are to 
have custard pie for dessert.—Film Fun. 


Equally Rich.—"‘‘So this is Hollywood?” 

“Yes.” 

“And I suppose all these handsome 
residences and grounds belong to motion- 
picture stars?” 

“All but that imposing mansion on the 
corner there. It belongs to a celebrated 
divorce lawyer.”—Birmingham  Age- 
Herald. 


Sunken Treasure 
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“FoR TWENTY YEARS MY BROTHER SUB- 
SCRIBED TO A CREMATION SOCIETY, AND NOW HE 
HAS BEEN DROWNED!” —Lustige Blaetter (Ber- 
lin). 


MATRIMONY 
el SAO 


Age-Old Philosophy — Cunningham 
Graham, the famous traveler, said one day 
at the Knickerbocker club: 

“T am a bachelor, and I find that even 
among the most backward and savage 
people bachelorhood is looked on as a sign 
of wisdom. 

“Once in Tartary a chieftain asked me if 
I had a wife. 

“*No, exalted one,’ I answered. ‘I ama 
bachelor.’ 

“The chieftain gave an approving nod. 
Then he said thoughtfully: 

“*As our Tartar proverb has it: ‘“‘ While 
the wise man is thinking about getting 
married the fool has his sixth daughter born 
to him.’”—Los Angeles Times. 





He Surely Has!—A Japanese with a wife 
and nine children has entered Cornell as a 
freshman. He has had his hazing— 
Bismarck Tribune. 


Marrying a Privilege—T7he Ex-Widow 
—But, if you didn’t love me, why did you 
marry me? 

Her Latest Husband—Madam, I married 
you solely for the privilege of spanking 
those brats of yours.—Boston Globe. 


But—A man can sleep peacefully when 
his wife groans. But he gets terribly 
worried when his automobile engine 
squeaks.—Cincinnati Engineer. 


Still—Where Would You Be Now? 
—“Agnes, remember, you are not to 
marry the first fellow you meet; un’stand?” 

“Yes, papa; but——” 

“No buts about it, Aggie; Eve done it, 
and look at the mess they made of things!” 
—Richmond Times-Dispatch. 


Seeking a Paragon—“ Here's an adver- 
tisement for a wife.” 

“She must be young, rich and beauti- 
ful, I suppose?” 

“No, but the requirements are almost as 
hard to meet. The advertiser specifies that 
she must be ‘under 40, immune from the 
movies and house-broken.’’’—Birmingham 
Age- Herald. 


He Knew—“ Your honor, this lady mar- 
ried a man to reform him. 

“Divorce granted,” said the judge 
briefly. “Never mind about the details.” 
—Louisville Courier-Journal. 


Attention, Ye Bridegrooms!—“ Just 
what is the difference between a henpecked 
husband and the other kind of husband?” 
asked the Bachelor. 

“Well,” explained the Benedick, “the 
henpecked husband gives in to his wile 
right away, but the other kind of husband 
doesn’t give in until the next day.” —Ci 
cinnati Enquirer. 
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Pursuing One of the Plastic Arts 





























“WHAT ARE YOU DOING WITH THAT POROUS-PLASTER, CLAUDE?” 
“Wet, | WANT AN IDEA FORA Futurist FUGUE AND | THOUGHT I’D JUST TRY THIS OVER ON THE 


-London Mail. 


PIANOLA!”’ 








How Mitzi Learned—When little Mitzi 
Hajos first starred in musical comedy “on 
this side,”’ she could speak but a few words 
of English, but she was a willing student. 

One night, in a dancing number, Tom 
McNaughton, the story goes, happened to 
tramp on Mitzi’s toes, and the fiery little 
singer went up into the air like a skyrocket. 

When the curtain fell Mitzi pitched into 
McNaughton with an avalanche of Ameri- 
can slang and cuss words that amazed the 
comedian. Finally, McNaughton replied: 

“Well, I must say, Mitzi, you are getting 
on in your English. Where’d you learn all 
of that stuff?” 

With a show of pride Mitzi retorted: 

“T pick him opp from ze stage hands.”— 
Youngstown Telegram. 


The “Light House’’—There are 
twenty-eight languages spoken in Chicago, 
not counting golf and baseball. Our po- 
licemen understand all of them. A nice old 
lady, who seemed very little and very much 
lost, blocked the traffic on State and Mad- 
ison streets the other day and poured her 
troubles into the sympathetic ear of the 
crossing cop—‘‘Vare is der light house, 
please,” she inquired. ‘Want to pay your 
gas bill, lady?” said the understanding offi- 
cer. “Jas,” she smiled—‘ Michigan av- 
enue, at Adams street, two blocks south, 
and two blocks east,”’ said he indicating the 
way and placing her safely on the curb. 
“Gee, but you’re a wonder,” said the gas 
man, who happened to be a bystander. 
“Easy,” said the cop. “The corner of her 
gas bill was sticking out of her bag,” and 
he plunged back into the traffic for more 
problems to solve.— People’s Gas Gazette. 


Fascination of the Obscure—“ You 
employ rather long words.” 

“I’m obliged to,” replied Prof. Hibrow. 
‘If my audiences succeed in getting pre- 


cisely what I am talking about, they won’t 
feel they have had their money’s worth.” — 
Washington Star. 


Land Words At Sea—Cat is not an ani- 
mal; it is a tackle used to hoist the anchor. 

Chains are not chains, but plates of iron 
bolted through a ship’s side, to which the 
rigging supporting the masts is fastened. 

Coat is not a thing to be worn, but is a 
piece of canvas placed round the mast 
where it enters the deck to keep out water. 

Dog is not an animal; it is a short iron 
bar with teeth at one end and a ring at the 
other. 

Dog watches are not periods of time con- 
sumed in watching dogs, but they are half 
watches of two hours each from 4 to 6 and 
6 to 8 p. m. 

Draught is not a drink of water, but the 
depth of water in which a vessel is required 
to float. 

Duck is not a thing that swims and 
quacks, but a light canvas used for small 
sails. 

Eye is not an organ of sight; it is a circu- 
lar part of a shroud or stay that is looped 
over a mast.— Nation’s Business. 


Hot Weather Is the Mother of Insanity 

















A Goop SucceEstion For Sturry Summer Nicuts.—London Bystander. 
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NEW MOVES IN THE MOVIES 
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How Long Can a 


ECENTLY a long, thin, kindly 
man with a fine brain stopped a 
short, stout acquaintance with 
a Panama hat. 

“Saw a good picture the other night,” 
he remarked, among other things. (Note: 
the name of the photoplay will be given to 
any American presenting sterling refer- 
ences and a written request.) 

“The dickens!” ejaculated the shorter 
and stouter, when the name was men- 
tioned. ‘Why, that’s an old one! It’s 
been out for months! Wake up and see 
something made since the Flood!”’ 

And there you are. 

In these hectic days (written also “this 
hectic daze’’) a photoplay, like a griddle- 
cake, has to be taken hot to be appreciated. 

As between a bad picture and an old one, 
most people choose the bad, rather than 
risk the disgrace of seeming out-of-date. 

Nobody goes to see a picture twice unless 
it’s still new, or he gets free tickets, or his 
girl asks him. 

To look at a fillum that’s been shown 
before in your town is considered as bad 
as reading yesterday’s newspaper, or 
turning your cuffs. 

Unless the cute little she-heroine wears 
the very latest thing in smart clothes, she’s 
apt to be yawned off the screen. 

Recently a big releasing corporation 
figured it would be twelve months, and 
might be eighteen, before the last dollar 
was received from the rentals of a par- 
ticular picture. 

Ordinarily, that is about the “‘life’’ of a 
picture—one year. Some of the exchanges 
write fillums off their books at the end of a 
year; any residuary value goes into the 
“good-will”? column of the business. 

Where is “The Copperhead” now? 
Where is “Humoresque’”? Who ever 
heard of “Barbary Sheep”? What has 
happened to the best picture Charlie Ray 
ever made—“ The Busher’’? 

All on the ash-heap, or near it. 

But occasionally along comes a picture 
that foolish fans look at month after 
month, and ask for again. 

Probably there’s an answer to these 
things hidden away under bushels of 
newly accumulated 5-reelers. 

The average hair-curler of commerce, 
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By Myron M. STEARNS 


the photodrammer of today, is “pushed”’ 
by the advertising department of its par- 
ticular distributing company for all it is 
worth. Right at the start. Then, after a 
few weeks or months of forced activity, 
the agents selling it allow it to roll along 
on its own momentum, while they turn 
their scintillating attention to newer 
things. It’s a plain case of “letting the old 
cat die.” 

Now that’s all right, ladies and gennel- 
men, as far as it goes. 

But it doesn’t go far enough. 

A good picture will swing longer than a 
poor one—but not enough longer. The 
initial shove is so strong that even a punk 
photoplay will swing for quite a while. 
And while the excellence of a fillum product 
helps prolong its life, the system is against it. 

Poor fillums, under the existing system, 
live too long, and good pictures don’t live 
long enough. 





Pictures Worth Watching: 


SCRAP IRON 
The usual pleasing Charles Ray comedy- 
—, —_ human touches and some 


THROUGH ' THE BACK DOOR 
Mary Pickford in a mild photoplay of no 
striking originality, but with comedy and 


interest. 
WAY a, EAST 


A lurid Griffith melodrama with scenes of 
great pana. slapstick comedy, and a 
marvelous ice-escape. 

DREAM STREET 


Another Griffith three-ringer, with Lon- 
any pny ogee death and allego- 


ries and some % 
THE BIRTH A 4 A "NATION dept 
first ri picture, icting 
a Civil War theme with skill 


surpassed. 
THE KID 
A Chaplin 6-reeler amusing enough to 
warrant another year of activity. 
PASSION 
German-made spectacle of the French 
Revolution, that sets an example for 
erican Producers. 
—— 
Human nature revealed by King 
a — I, "through a spectacie-drama 


A YANKEE IN IN RING ART ARTHUR'S COURT 
———— = American wit in 


a thousand or more ago. 
THE PA PASSION N FLOWER 
An artistic effort that leaves a Norma 
fee ne film just short of being par- 
ticularly interesting. 
OVER 7H HILL 
A photoplay of mother-love and filial 
feasetinnte, already many months old 
and still going well. 
BOB HAMPTON OF PLACER 
Marshall Neilan’s latest contribution to 
the American screen, showing humor and 
pathos and Custer’s last fight. 
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Picture LastP 


The tendency is all to push new films, 
rather than particularly good ones. 

If films were allowed to sell themselves 
to a greater extent, they would travel more 
on their merit, and less on their advertis- 
ing. The whole industry would be helped, 
and the motion-picture public would ben- 
efit. Good pictures would live longer, and 
the addled eggs would be forgotten sooner, 
Also, a whole lot of perfectly good money 
would be saved—unless we count as “sav- 
ing” the getting back of undeserved money 
recklessly expended on a poor produc- 
tion. 

To a certain small extent, us motion- 
picture-going people are beginning to take 
this matter into our own hands. 

1. We don’t trust the advertisers quite 
as much as we used to. When they spring 
“The Greatest Love Story Ever Told” on 
us again we don’t bite quite as hard as we 
did before. 

2. We’re learning to look for what we 
want. If we happen to like the work of 
Hon. Cecil de Mille, we go to see it when 
we find it, irrespective of whether or not 
it’s “the” picture in town this week. 

3. We’re beginning to demand good stuff 
to a slightly greater extent than formerly, 
so that if a// the new stuff is very, very sad, 
we'll even take in an old good one again. 

Recently, “The Birth of a Nation” 
proved, at the Capitol Theatre in New 
York City, that people will look again at a 
picture years old. 

If a picture is really good enough to look 
at twice (and there most assuredly are 
such things, believe it or not) a good many 
people will swallow their pride, accept the 
condescending glances of their neighbors, 
and watch it again. Also, there is usually a 
very fair sprinkling of those who didn’t 
get to see that picture when it was first 
shown, and who’re glad of a chance to see 
it, after hearing it praised by their friends. 

Perhaps, in time, there’ll be a movie 
palace somewhere able to subsist on really 
good fillums only, new or old, where they’ 
be willing to run the good old Miracle 
Man again for us, when there’s no current 
release that comes up to the mark. 

In some places—in a very few places— 
they’re almost able to do that now. 

(Next week: Showmanship in Fillumiand) 
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Eloquent Fragments from the Silent Drama 
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WoNDERFUL HOW THIS COWBOY STUFF STILL 
GRIPS US, THOUGH WE DON’T BELIEVE ANY OF 
IT FOR A MINUTE. Tus 1s Art Accorp 
LOOKING STATUESQUE IN *’TuEe Wuire Horse- 
MAN.” A TYPICAL WILD WEST FILLUM. 
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Tut RE ARE FEW NEW THRILLS LE ro T movies. HERE YOU HAVE Tuts 1s Lita Lee, A PARAMOUNT STAR APPEARING IN “THE 

E1teen SEDGWICK DOING HER DARNDEST TO MAKE US SHUDDER. Stace Door,” sy Wittram De Mitte. Owinc To Lack 

SOMEHOW THE STUNT LEAVES US COLD, THOUGH THE RISK IS A GRACEFUL OF SPACE ON THIS PAGE Miss LEE HAS KINDLY CROWDED 
HUMAN NECK. HER EXTENSIVE CHARMS INTO THIS NARRCW PANEL. 
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“Unrect, Unnearp, Unseen 
IVE LEFT MY LITTLE QuEEN.”—KEatTs 
—Toronto Goblin. 


Her Deadly Answer 
He (walking by a graveyard)—Wouldn’t 
it be ghastly if all the dead people here 
came to life again? 
She (yawning)—No, indeed! I wish one 
of them would.—Pennsylvania Punch 
Bowl. 


Fast and Slow 
Mr. Slow (at the wheel)—You must be 
cold; don’t you need something around you? 
Miss Speed—Yes, dear, but 


The Good Old Line 
WHEN I call upon a girl, 
As I quite often do, 
I try to act like other men; 
In fact, I act like you. 
I tell her all the good stuff 
That men have ever told, 
For in the gentle game of love 
The rules are very old. 


I hold her hand quite tenderly 
And gaze into her eyes; 
I wrap my arm around her 
And breathe deep, heavy sighs. 
I whisper soft the same old lies 
That girls have heard for ages; 
I act just like the heroes do 
In novels’ mushy pages. 


I often think that girls must tire 
Of hearing the same old chatter 
From every dude that comes along, 

But then it doesn’t matter. 
For, since they seem to like it, 
Why trot out stuff that’s new? 
Just gaze into their trusting eyes 
And lie that you'll be true. 
—Detroit Varsity News. 


Time to Study It 
Prof. (in middle of a joke)—Have I ever 
told the class this one before? 
Class (in a chorus)—Yes. 
Prof. (proceeding)—Good! You will 
probably understand it this time.—Penn- 
sylvania Punch Bowl. 

















“READING?” 
“FIGURATIVELY SPEAKING, YES.” 
—Chicago Phoenix. 


A Clean Record 
Ethl—Did you have the porch seat 
painted yesterday? 
Father—Y es—why? 
“Well, Harold and I sat on it last night 
and Harold got paint on his trousers.”— 
Indiana Crimson Bull. 


Their Little Notebook 

“Tt’s a shame for as pretty a girl as she 
to work.” 

“Well, it pays; she gets an awful salary. 
She’s a reminder at a downtown store.” 

“ A reminder?” 

“Yeh, she stays at a counter near the 
door and when men go past 
they start remembering every- 





let’s wait until we get a little 
further out in the country.— 
Washington and Lee Mink. 


Acquiescence 
She—If I kiss you this once, 
will you promise never to ask 
me again? 
He— Certainly, dear. If 
you consider it unnecessary. 
—Wisconsin Octopus. 


Biblical Lit. 
“Say, Jim, how far are you 
in Biblical Lit?” 
“Oh, we're in the middle 
of original sin.” 
“That isn’t much; we're 

















thing they ought to get.”— 
Washington Sun Dodger 


Correct! 
“Ts the world flat or round?” 
“ Neither!” 
“What is it then?” 
“ Crooked!”’—Y ale Record. 


Any Corner—Any Day 

Adolph—Pretty keen wo- 
man over there. 

Al—Yes, not bad. 

“Looks as though she were 
waiting for someone.” 

“Probably her husband.” 

“No, if she were married, 








past redemption.” — Penn 
State Froth. 


How You THINK YOU LOOK 
WHEN A FLASHLIGHT IS TAKEN. 


How You REALLY LOOK. 
—Wisconsin Octopus. 


her husband’ would _ be 
waiting.” —Iowa Frivol. 
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JUDGE pays $1 each for accepted BAD BREAKS clipped from newspapers, magazines or books. 
contributions worthy of use as prize BAD BREAKS. 
No rejected BAD BREAKS will be returned unless postage is inclosed. 
Mere typographic mishaps not considered. 


nature of the BAD BREAK. 
respondence with contributors. 


Blue Birds on ‘‘The Conning Tower’’ 
—‘“Niggardly as this city may be about 
many things, it was prodigal when it 
bought all those blue and white sINcs 
and put them up in the vicinity of hos- 
pitals to warn those in the close vicinage 
not to make any unnecessary noise, under 
penalty of the law.”—F. P. A. in New 
York Tribune. 


Youth’s Great Advantage—“ Martin 
Sikora, 49 Alfred street, 4 YEARS OLD, was 
arraigned before Acting Judge William B. 
Davidson in Police Court this morning, 
charged with murder by Patrolman George 
Eckhardt. He had assaulted Michael 
Sedorshak, 6 Alfred street, 52 YEARS OLD, 
during a fight on Passaic Avenue, near 
Brook avenue, at 12.30 yesterday after- 
noon.’ —Passaic (N. J.) Daily Herald. 
(S. Susswein.) 


But Do They ?—“ Why Married Women 
Make the Best Wives.’’— Heading in Seat- 
tle Daily Times. (Landis Rapley). 


The Tired Business Stalk—“ Albion 
sweltered Monday under a temperature of 
92. Farmers state that in the past two 
days corn has come up OVERCOME with the 
heat WHILE ASSISTING in building an addi- 
tion to the home of City Manager E. J. 
Mallory.”—Detroit Free Press. (O. H. 
Richards.) 


A Luscious Confection—“Last Fri- 
day the pupils at the Gulick school sur- 
prised their teacher, Miss Helen Barett, on 
her birthday. The curtains were down and 
a big birthday cake lighted with candles 
and DECORATED SANDWICHES filled with 
THREE ONE DOLLAR BILLS were arranged 
daintily on her desk.”—Isabella County 
(Mt. Pleasant, Mich.) Enterprise. (M. E. 
Stangle.) 


Those Talky-Movies—“Gov. Catts, 
presiding at the extradition hearing, over- 
ruled it as a result of which a tristate legal 
battle ensured in Mrs. Vaughn’s effort to 
obtain custody of the children. When this 
failed Mrs. VAUGHN CAME HERE IN A 
VERBAL PICTURE.”—Jacksonville (Fla.) 
Times-Union. (Mrs. Fay Cilley.) 





This Week’s Prize “‘Break”’ 
Contributed by E. N. GOFIELD 
Santa Barbara, Cal. 

A Mere Hack 

“Two photographs lay in the chief’s 
desk, both showing the body of the 
dead woman. According to the chief, 
it is now the opinion that Stefano 
HACKED OFF THE WOMAN’S HEAD BE- 
FORE HE HAD CHOKED HER TO DEATH.” 
—Santa Barbara (Cal.) Press. 











Love Cannot Be Thwarted by Death 
—The girl in his arms was still and LIFE- 
LESS, but he could feel her heart beating 
faintly against his own.’—The Parisienne 
Monthly Magazine. (Earle P. Andrews). 


He Wont If He Swallows the Ball 


is * ies, — 
“He’tt Be Tuere! Tommy MILton, 
AMERICAN ‘SPEED KING,’ HAS ENTERED 
THE 500-MILE SWEEP-STAKES AT THE 
INDIANAPOLIS SPEEDWAY. HE’LL DRIVE 
A RACER OWNED BY CuFF Durant, 
MILLIONAIRE SPORTSMAN.” — Honolulu 


(Hawaii) Star Bulletin. (Martin R. Aden.) 
29 





Five dollars each will be paid for 
Original clippings, with source indicated, must be furnished to show the bona fide 
The editor connot enter into cor- 
No breaks in advertisements wanted. 


The Old Gray Mare—“ Later he re- 
turned to Bayonne, where he bought a 
horse, which de Filippos describes as a 
brown animal, and HIS WIFE as A GRAY ONE, 
and a wagon which enabled him to start in 
the trucking business.”—New York Times 
(Raymond Baublis.) 


Mackerel a New Note in Millinery— 
“There are mackerels by millions, and 
always have been, so that ‘mackerel and 
mashed potatoes’ has been a household 
word—heard oftenest, of course, at break- 
fast time; but the tails were always thrown 
away; likewise the heads; and now the 
tails, in beauteous hues of metallic silver, 
green or blue, may encircle many a FAIR 
BROW SEWED TO ITS CHAPEAU.”’—<St. Louis 
Daily Globe-Democrat. (E. M. Golly.) 


“Swing Low Sweet Chariot’’— 
“Mrs. Charles Stanley of South China 
HUNG at the Union church during the ser- 
vices Sunday.”—Lincoln County (Me.) 
News. (A. T. H. Fogg.) 


The Farm Is the Nation’s Backbone 
—The National Farm Bureau now has a 
membership of over 150,000,000 FARMERS 
and is adding to its lists at a rate that is 
destined to sweep over the entire United 
States and bring the whole system of 
American farming into a compact organiza- 
tion as no movement has ever done before.” 
—Modern Farming. (Henry Smyser.) 


Labor from the Barnyard—“ Accord- 
ing to Pyongyang dispatch to the Jiii, 
another attempt to upset a train was made 
near that place early on the morning of the 
22nd instant. A length of 6olb. rail which 
must have needed FOUR HENS to carry 
was placed athwart the track. Fortu- 
nately it was noticed in time.”—Japan 
Chronicle. (F.C. Loh.) 


Carpentier’s Right Bower—‘The 
STEAMSHIP La Savoie, with Georges Car- 
pentier, the European boxing champion, 
aboard, arrived here READY TO START 
work for the. world championship bout 
with Jack Dempsey, in Jersey City, July 
2.”—Detroit (Mich.) News. (George A. 
Volz.) 
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Long Trousers 
By F. J. Gttsporr 


FEEL all strange and out of place inside 


these pents of mine, 
All loose and queer and flopping like ma’s 
clothes out on the line. 

I’m scared to death the things will drop 
and bring disgrace to me, 
"Cause this darn belt’s not 
half so safe as ’spenders 

used to be. 


I see the kids all gawkin’ out 
the corners of their eyes, 

The neighbors meet me on 
the street with looks of 
pained surprise, 

The dogs come taggin’ at my 





BRUIN FOUND THE FUNNY ROUND BOX WAS VERY MUCH ALIVE! 


And then I’ll just roll up my sleeves and 
lick the whole darn town! 


Then who should I run into when I was 
comin’ down the street, 

But Mary Higgins looking all so fussed-up 
and so sweet. 

“Hello,” she said, then smiled, then 
grinned, and with a meaning glance: 
“Say, is it true that you are wearing stock- 
ings with long pants?” I 
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Numbers 


By Marie E tyson 
is one in ten and appears twice in 1921, 
is we—you and I, 
3 is, therefore, a crowd. 
4 is early, morning or eve- 
ning, 
is a Nickel or V or Half- 
Eagle, 


wn 


6 never feels well because 
she’s always cutting 
Twelve in two, 

plays a part in Craps and 


~I 


heels, wagging their tails Magic 
U = _ " ~. 8 tells us he takes food; he 
nti ave a notion to go ‘ eae. =“ 
7 1. me ' surely looks it, but does 
home and get my gun! nn pealie? 
The __ teacher smiled this Drawn by Cuances A. Hucues 9 says nein—which isn’t 


morning when I went to 
take my seat, 

And all the girls were twitterin’ and 
a-lookin’ at my feet. 

The boys laughed right out loud at me, and 
Skinny, darn his hide, 

Told everyone they were my dad’s—as if I 
had no pride! 


““Yo-HO THERE! 


French for Nix, 
o is naught without a 
proper figure, though she has a pretty 
perfect figure of her own. 


RIGHT SIDE UP, SIR, OR I’LL PUT YoU IN IRONS!” 


When I get home I am going to go right 
out and call the pup. 

And take these fool things off from me and 
let him chew them up, 

And then put on my overalls—to be fit 
to run aroun’! 


Rival Charms 
I have a cowlick. 
I am a great-grandchild. 


Tommy- 


Bobby—Huh. 
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Drawn by Cuartes A. Hucnes 


Lucky tuinc ror Mister Hirro us skY-FLIVVER HAPPENED TO BREAK DOWN ON A Mownpay. 
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Drawn by MERLE JoHNsoN 





Younc Tommy Kat soucGut BuT SHADES OF CHEESE! Wuo’s FoRGOT THE HAT, THE PRICE— It’s VERY SAD; THREE DOLLARS 
HIM A HAT THAT HE SEES ALL THAT. ADD 
To START THE SEASON GAY In FRONT OF HIS OWN HOUSE— Its SEASON SCARCE BEGUN—IS To FIT HIS BIG HEAD SORE 
in May A Mouse! DONE! A BORE. 
Four Rhymes About a Rhinoceros And ramp and rage, If tailored sloppily and in haste 
By Cyrit B. Ecan And stamp the floor They failed to snugly hug the Waist? 
Of his iron cage, O give the Beast a Safety-Pin, 
I Well, let him— That he may tuck his Trousers in! 
(His Queer Nature) Don’t further fret him! 
CRAGGY creature, IIT 
Gar-gan-tu-an, : - ( His Final End) 
Gothically grotesque: '8| His Freezing Point is Rather 
A tragi-comic relief in the Hel High: 
cosmic arabesque; If Breezes blow a trifle 
colder— 


Now filling with mirth, 
Now thrilling to fear— 
With his comical girth, 
With his nose like a spear; 
Amammoth Toad that speeds 
like a Fox: 
Old Rhino is a Paradox! 
II 
(What Makes Him Wild) 


How Creased 


This Pachyderm will Rockify 
Intoa most Fantastic Boulder. 
IV 
(Old Joke— New Tune) 
When I gaze upon the Rhi- 
noceros 
And his visage 

So terrible, 
Ludicrous, 
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The Beast! Drawn by CuarLtes Hucues Quaint— 
His Suit— “SPEAK For IT, Fipo!” Like the Stew at the Zoo, I 
Poor Brute mutter 

Doesn’t fit And please don’t laugh, Prepos’erous!— 

A bit. You silly calf. Sush Ridikilis Animil 

Wherefore, Wouldn’t you be angry and ill at ease, Cain’t Be 

If he roar If your Pants were Baggy around the Knees; And Ain’t! 


















































Drawn by Curton MEEK 


““MoviInG” DOESN'T ALWAYS MEAN A BETTER HOME. 
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FRENCH IVORY 
CIGARETTE CASE 


Springs open at the thumb’s 
command. Flower or butterfly 
patterns or plain case with an 
i initial, $!; with monogram, 

i] FRENCH IVORY 
| Put and 


Take Top 
; Bi plays Fp popular 
| games. Sac postpaid 
INLAID CO. 
1078 Broad St., 


Providence, R. I. 














The New York Subway 


By Sopunise E. 


A SUBJECT most entrancing to my 
Muse, 
This thoroughfare 
subtend! 
Substantial course a multitude pursues, 
Sublime enigma when I first descend! 
Sub-aqueous odors all the senses fill, 
Sub-astral bodies seem to ’fore me flit! 
Subconscious memories come and go at 
will, 

In my first subterranean view of it! 
Sub-stratum lights, activities, and sounds 
Subvert misgivings as the restless tide 
Submerges, and with agile leaps and 

bounds 
Uptown and Downtown meet and sub- 
divide . 
Suburban, urban, Bronx to Bowling Green, 
Subjoined to Coney Island, Brighton 
Beach, 
Sub-traction marvels new 
seen... 


REDFORD 


whose divers ways 


each day are 


Subscribed herewith, my compliments | 


to each! 


The Country Daisy 
By K.N. 
LEANOR’S country cousin, 


came to the city for a visit. She was 


shy and awkward and Bobby pitied her. | 


Moreover, she was pretty. 

He invited her to go to the beach. The 
traffic was heavy on the way and Bobby 
riveted his attention on the wheel. Daisy 
sat stiffly beside him. Arrived at the 
beach, they went to the boardwalk. 

“Such a pretty chicken,” said Bobby. 
Daisy, surprised, looked around. She 
knew there were chickens on the farm 
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Daisy, | 
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Drapn by R. B. Futter 


Bobby—Jest a minuTE, Ma, BEFORE 
I GIVE YE MY PANTS TO MEND. I ALMOST 
FORGOT TO TAKE EVERYTHING OUTA TH’ 
POCKETS. 


but she did not expect to see any at the 
beach. 

“What a dear baby,” 
Daisy, plainly bewildered, 
for the baby, but saw none. 

“Let me be your daddy,” 
Bobby. 

“But my father is living,” said Daisy. 

“We will have a hot dog,” said Bobby 
savagely. Daisy ate her wiener sandwich, 
looking apprehensively from side to side 
for the dog. She was afraid of dogs. Then 
she suggested, primly, that they start 
home. It was after eight o’clock and she 
was never out after nine. 

Bobby drove along disconsolately. He 
would never take an unsophisticated girl 
out again. Later, he became suspicious, 
then certain, then bold. He dimmed his 


ventured Bobby. 
looked about 


pleaded 
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headlights, adjusted his taillights and came 
to a standstill. 

“Kiss me, sweetheart,” he murmured, 
Daisy understood that and snuggled closer. 

Bobby saw he was the unsophisticated 
one. 

In It 

“What induced you to buy an auto- 
mobile at last?” 

“‘T saw ten of them chasing a pedestrian 
last week and I concluded I was on the 
wrong end of the sport.” 


Our Grand Old Language 

Boss—What kept you so long—did you 
see Mr. Brown? 

Light of the Office—H 
actly in. 

Boss—What do you mean, exactly? 

L. of the O.—He was out when I went in, 
but came in before I went out. 


e—he wasn’t ex- 


Love’s Demonstration 

She put her arms around him in a most 
loving manner, her eyes shone with the 
light of great affection for him, she patted 
his head, he seemed to like it and smiled at 
her, she laughed a most beautiful laugh. 
He was sitting on her lap and he was the 
cutest, sweetest airedale pup in the city. 


Kismet 
He snuggled closer as he questioned her: 
“Do vou believe in Fate?” 
She leaned back with a contented sigh 
as she replied: 
“T think what is going to happen will 


' happen.” 








Drawn by A. T. Menricx 
** REJECTED’ 


"—BY THE INFALLIBLE, AUTOMATIC, ART-EDITING AND PAYING MACHINE. 
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An Honest Glass of Beer 


By Ricwarp Le GaLLieNNE 
HEN Senators and such like change 
their places of abode, 
What heart so hard to ask of them that 
they should leave behind 
The cup that for so many years along this 
mortal road 
Has cheered the lot and warmed the 
heart of usual mankind? 
Of course not! It were owlish, 
And positively ghoulish, 
To deny his cobwebbed bottle 
To the Senatorial throttle; 
So it’s permits all the way 
For the champagne and tokay— 
But there’s something I should like to ask 
and have an answer clear: 
How about a permit for an honest glass of 
beer? 
The prohibition officer, at thought of rich 
men’s wines, 
Grows gentle as a sucking dove, though 
adamant he be, 
To the plutocratic thirst with swift tender- 
ness inclines, 
Though his ears are closed to pity for the 
likes of you and me; 
Though he pours down the gutter, 
With a zeal no tongue can utter, 
Even robs us of our yeast-cake 
For, presumably, our soul’s sake; 
As he frisks us for our flask, 
There’s a thing I'd like to ask, 


Yes, there’s something I should like to ask | 


and have an answer clear: 
How about a permit for an honest glass of 
beer? 


When the miner and the weary clerk the 
long day’s work had done, 
With tired hearts and frazzled nerves 
for wife and kids and home, 
They used to feel they’d earned the right to 
have a little fun, 
And watched the bubble in the glass, or 
blow the laughing foam; 
But today it’s toil and trouble 
For even the smallest bubble, 
And be sure it’s your undoing 
If you start to try home-brewing— 
Well, you let them put it over, 
Yes, you let them put it over! 
But there’s something I should like to ask 
and have an answer clear: 
How about a permit for an honest glass of 
beer? 


The Legacy 
By Epwin H. Briancuarp 


REAT-AUNT MEHITABEL had 

been eccentric all her life; it was no 
surprise to her relatives to learn that she 
had left no will. But after the funeral, 
when the relatives had gathered to discuss 
the matter, it was decided that some search 
should be made for a paper, or any indica- 
tion for the disposition of the estate. The 
small safe in the library was the most 
likely place for such a paper, but it was 
dosed. After some discussion, Melissa, as 
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the relative most concerned, summoned a 
locksmith. This man demanded and re- 
ceived fifteen dollars before he began work; 
within a few moments the door of the safe 
stood open. Melissa, surrounded by rel- 
atives, advanced to the examination. 





Every compartment except one was 
empty. In that was found a paper, folded 
many times. Taking this to the window, 
Melissa unfolded it and cleared her throat. 
But she never spoke again in this world. 

Written across the top of the paper, in 
the eccentric chirography of great-aunt 
Mehitabel, was the message: “‘ This is the 
combination to the safe.” 


Burglar Wanted 
She powdered her nose, rouged her lips, 
brushed her eyebrows, powdered her nose, 
pointed her eyewinkers, “blushed” her 
cheeks and went to bed. 


288 
He—Did you hear the story of 288? 
She—No, tell me. 





He—I can’t. It’s two gross. 
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THEREFORE ProFEsSOR BIGBEAN NEEDS NO MOTOR FOR HIS 


His Big Moment 

He dashed into his room. He was in 
great haste. A tall, good-looking chap, and 
young to be a man of such great affairs. 
His eyes twinkled brightly tonight; he was 
thrilled. He was dressing his best and took 
hours to get his hair parted in the middle. 
He was “stepping out” for the first time 
with a Follies girl. 








Learn to Dance 


You can learn Fox-Trot, One-Step, Two- 
Step, Waltz and latest “up-to-the-minute’, 
society dances in your own home by the won- 
derful Peak System of Mail Instruction, 

New Diagram Method. Easily learned; no 
music needed; thousands taught successfully ; 
success absolutely guarante: — 4 

Write for Special Terms. Send foday for 
FREE information and surprisingly low offer. 

WILLIAM CHANDLER PEAK, M. B. 
Room 167 4737 Broadway, Chicago, mm. 
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FRENCH IVORY 
CIGARETTE CASE 
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1} Springs open at the thumb’s 
} command. Flower or butterfly 
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patterns or plain case with an 
initial, $1; with monogram, $1.50. 


FRENCH IVORY 
Put and 


Take Top 
i} a 


plays ye popular 
The New York Subway 


games. 3a: postpaid 
By Sopuise E. 


INLAID CO. 
1078 Broad St., 
Providence, R. " 
A SUBJECT most entrancing to my 
Muse, 
This thoroughfare 
subtend! 
Substantial course a multitude pursues, 
Sublime enigma when I first descend! 
Sub-aqueous odors all the senses fill, 
Sub-astral bodies seem to ’fore me flit! 
Subconscious memories come and go at 
will, 
In my first subterranean view of it! 
Sub-stratum lights, activities, and sounds 
Subvert misgivings as the restless tide 














REDFORD 


whose divers ways 


Submerges, and with agile leaps and 
bounds 
Uptown and Downtown meet and sub- 
divide ... 


Suburban, urban, Bronx to Bowling Green, 


Subjoined to Coney Island, Brighton 
Beach, 
Sub-traction marvels new each day are 
seen... 


Subscribed herewith, my compliments 
to each! 


The Country Daisy 
By K.N. 
LEANOR’S country cousin, 
came to the city for a visit. 
shy and awkward and Bobby pitied her. 
Moreover, she was pretty. 


Daisy, 


He invited her to go to the beach. The 
traffic was heavy on the way and Bobby 
riveted his attention on the wheel. Daisy 


sat stiffly beside him. Arrived at the 
beach, they went to the boardwalk. 

“Such a pretty chicken,” said Bobby. 
Daisy, surprised, looked around. She 
knew there were chickens on the farm 


ROMEIKE’S PRESS CLIPPING BUREAU 
We will send you all newspaper 
clippings which may aypear about you, your friends or any 
subject on which you may want to be “up-to-date.”” Every 
newspaper or periodical of importance in the United States 
snd Europe is searched, Terms $7.50 for 100 clippings, 
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by mailing us diamonds, wate he 8, 


RAISE CASI new or ant n jewelry, platinum, 


id gold and silver, false teet ar Bonds, War Stamps, 
mused postage, etc. Cash by ~ A mail. Goods re- 
turned in 10 days If you're not satisfied 

THE OHIO SMELTING & REFINING CO., 
Cleveland, Ohio 


New York 
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Bobby—Jest A MINUTE, MA, BEFORE 
I GIVE YE MY PANTS TO MEND. I ALMOST 
FORGOT TO TAKE EVERYTHING OUTA TH’ 
POCKETS. 


but she did not expect to see any at the 
beach. 

“What a dear baby,” 
Daisy, plainly bewildered, 
for the baby, but saw none. 

“Let me be your daddy,” 
Bobby. 

“But my father is living,” said Daisy. 

“We will have a hot dog,” said Bobby 
savagely. Daisy ate her wiener sandwich, 
looking apprehensively from side to side 
for the dog. She was afraid of dogs. Then 
she suggested, primly, that they start 
home. It was after eight o’clock and she 
was never out after nine. 

Bobby drove along disconsolately. He 
would never take an unsophisticated girl 
out again. Later, he became suspicious, 
then certain, then bold. He dimmed his 


ventured Bobby. 
looked about 


pleaded 
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America’s the Author 
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headlights, adjusted his taillights and came 
to a standstill. 

“Kiss me, sweetheart,” he murmured. 
Daisy understood that and snuggled closer, 

Bobby saw he was the unsophisticated 
one. 

In It 

“What induced you to buy 
mobile at last?” 

“T saw ten of them chasing a pedestrian 
last week and I concluded I was on the 
wrong end of the sport.” 


an auto- 


Our Grand Old Language 

Boss—What kept you so long—did you 
see Mr. Brown? 

Light of the Office 
actly in. 

Boss—What do you mean, exactly? 

L. of the O.—He was out when I went in, 
but came in before I went out. 


le—he wasn’t ex- 


Love’s Demonstration 

She put her arms around him in a most 
loving manner, her eyes shone with the 
light of great affection for him, she patted 
his head, he seemed to like it and smiled at 
her, she laughed a most beautiful laugh. 
He was sitting on her lap and he was the 
cutest, sweetest airedale pup in the city. 


Kismet 
He snuggled closer as he questioned her: 
“Do vou believe in Fate?” 
She leaned back with a contented sigh 
as she replied: 
“T think what is going to happen will 
happen.” 
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An Honest Glass of Beer 


By Ricwarp Le GaLiienNE 
HEN Senators and such like change 
their places of abode, 
What heart so hard to ask of them that 
they should leave behind 
The cup that for so many years along this 
mortal road 
Has cheered the lot and warmed the 
heart of usual mankind? 
Of course not! It were owlish, 
And positively ghoulish, 
To deny his cobwebbed bottle 
To the Senatorial throttle; 
So it’s permits all the way 
For the champagne and tokay— 
But there’s something I should like to ask 
and have an answer clear: 
How about a permit for an honest glass of 
beer? 





The prohibition officer, at thought of rich | 


men’s wines, 

Grows gentle as a sucking dove, though 
adamant he be, 

To the plutocratic thirst with swift tender- 

ness inclines, 

Though his ears are closed to pity for the 
likes of you and me; 
Though he pours down the gutter, 
With a zeal no tongue can utter, 
Even robs us of our yeast-cake 
For, presumably, our soul’s sake; 
As he frisks us for our flask, 
There’s a thing Id like to ask, 


Yes, there’s something I should like to ask | 


and have an answer clear: 


How about a permit for an honest glass of 


beer? 


When the miner and the weary clerk the 
long day’s work had done, 
With tired hearts and frazzled nerves 
for wife and kids and home, 
They used to feel they’d earned the right to 
have a little fun, 
And watched the bubble in the glass, or 
blow the laughing foam; 
But today it’s toil and trouble 
For even the smallest bubble, 
And be sure it’s your undoing 
If you start to try home-brewing— 
Well, vou let them put it over, 
Yes, you let them put it over! 





But there’s something I should like to ask | 


and have an answer clear: 
How about a permit for an honest glass of 
beer? 


The Legacy 


By Epwin H. Biancuarp 
REAT-AUNT MEHITABEL had 
been eccentric all her life; it was no 


surprise to her relatives to learn that she 
had left no will. But after the funeral, 
when the relatives had gathered to discuss 
the matter, it was decided that some search 
should be made for a paper, or any indica- 
tion for the disposition of the estate. The 
small safe in the library was the most 
likely place for such a paper, but it was 
closed. After some discussion, Melissa, as 
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the relative most concerned, summoned a 
locksmith. This man demanded and re- 
ceived fifteen dollars before he began work; 
within a few moments the door of the safe 
stood open. Melissa, surrounded by rel- 
atives, advanced to the examination. 

Every compartment except one was 
empty. In that was found a paper, folded 
many times. Taking this to the window, 
Melissa unfolded it and cleared her throat. 
But she never spoke again in this world. 

Written across the top of the paper, in 
the eccentric chirography of great-aunt 
Mehitabel, was the message: “‘ This is the 
combination to the safe.” 


Burglar Wanted 
She powdered her nose, rouged her lips, 
brushed her eyebrows, powdered her nose, 
pointed her eyewinkers, “blushed” her 
cheeks and went to bed. 


288 
He—Did you hear the story of 288? 
She—No, tell me. 
He—I can’t. It’s two gross. 
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His Big Moment 

He dashed into his room. He was in 
great haste. A tall, good-looking chap, and 
young to be a man of such great affairs. 
His eyes twinkled brightly tonight; he was 
thrilled. He was dressing his best and took 
hours to get his hair parted in the middle. 
He was “stepping out” for the first time 
with a Follies girl 








Learn to Dance 


You can learn Fox-Trot, One-Step, Two- 
Step, Waltz and latest “‘up-to-the-minute’, 
society dances in your own home by the won- 
derful Peak System of Mail Instruction. 

New Diagram Method. Easily learned; no 
music needed; thousands taught successfully; 
success absolutely guarantee 

Write for Special Terms. Send today for 
FREE information and surprisingly et offer. 

WILLIAM CHANDLER PEAK, B. 
Room 167 4737 Broadway, Fad i. 
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“LAUGH AND THE WORLD 
LAUGHS WITH YOU” 









SATIRE 
& SONG 





There are laughs galore in 
every page of 


MAURICE SWITZER’S 


—SATIRE— 
AND SONG 


As a fun maker and all-round 
gloom dispeller this work 
is simply irresistible 


If a good laugh is better than 
a dose of physic, then SATIRE 
AND SONG will actually 
save scores of doctor’s bills 








































The Author is a New York business 
man with a keen but kindly outlook on 
life, and rare sense of humor. He puts 
his observations of life over the plate 
in the sort of verse that burns holes in 
the memory. 















“She Wasn't Over Twenty, But She Knew 
Her Little Book" pictures a type of the female 
of the species that will be instantly recognized. 
What O. Henry did for some American types 
in prose Maurice Switzer has done in verse, 
eal ae less convincingly. 

Kipling himself never did anything better 


, 


than “Little Jane Horner”: 
“Had the lady been wood, she might have 
stayed good 
In the gloom of her beanery cell; 
But being just flesh, she got caught in the mesh 
Of desire’s drag-net which is hel’.” 



























If you want to shine as an entertainer among 
your friends SATIRE & SONG is better than 
a night at the Follies. 

Only a small edition of SATIRE & SONG, 
with unique illustrations in color, and in 
attractive Art Binding size of volume 8' ¢ 
inches by 6'» inches , designed for private 
circulation among the author's Riends. 
has been published. Because of the merit 
of the book we have prevailed upon the 
author to set aside a few copies for our 
patrons whom we shall be pleased to sup- 
ply ata price representing, appro .imate y, 
cost of manufacture. 


SATIRE & SONG will be sent postpaid to 
i 





















your address on receipt of a $'.°> bill. But 
order TOWAY. There are only a few copies 
for general distribution. Toget one you must 






be prompt. Money back if not sa isfie |}. 






BRUNSWICK SUBSCRIPTION 
COMPANY 
225 FIFTH AVENUE NEW YORK CITY 
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De CASSERES 


By BENJAMIN 


A Devil of a Time 


OOKING over the papers nowadays 

I can’t help noticing that Gentle- 

man Jack (alias the Devil) has a 

deal of a finger in the news. Can it be that 
the doings of Gentleman Jack (alias Old 
Nick) are necessary to give life something 
more than a one-half of one per cent. kick? 

“Wherever the Devil strolls—that’s 
where a good story is bound to break,” 
said to me Tom Geraghty, the once-upon- 
a-time star reporter of The Herald. 

“Ah, we thrive on the doings of Satan,” 
also said to me a famous Blue Law Blooey. 
True! If Satan kicks in how will the vice 
crusaders live? 

I have been mightily interested in the 
Devil ever since my grandmother told me 
I would go to his hot cabaret show if I told 
lies. I have been lying ever since. 

Just shows! 

Now, if you are interested in this most 
amusing fellow (alias Gentleman Jack) let 
me beg of you to invest a few dollars left 
over from your income tax in “Devil 
Stories,” compiled by Maximilian J. 
Rudwin (Alfred A. Knopf). Gentleman 
Jack appears in twenty different disguises 
in this book. Do you know about the 
Devil and Tom Walker? Washington 
Irving will hand you out something fine 
about them. Then there is a hot Italian 
Devil, done to a turn (get that?) by Old 
Nick Machiavelli, and the printer’s devil, 
and the Devil’s mother-in-law, and the 
private diary of Old Cooney, and a little 
entrée 4 la Beelzebub by John Masefield— 
in fact, you will have a veritable devil of a 
good time (get that?) with this book. 

Welcome to my book-shelf, Jack! 


Chuckawalla Chapman 


H®! Cactus Center! 

Cactus Center, down in Arizony, I 
mean. Personally conducted tour by 
Arthur Chapman (“Cactus Center”; 
Houghton Mifflin & Co.), and it’s some 
tour. Poems, of course, of the good old 
Bret Harte—Bob Service—Sam Dunham 
school. (Sam, by the way, lately passed 
to the Great Corral, to join the poets-of the 
Northwest in the Great Round-Up. His 
poems had the snap and sparkle of Alaskan 
snows.) 

Here in Mr. Chapman’s book are all 
those magic words that we Easterners 
think so queer, but that fascinate us— 
maverick, buccaroo, bohunk, ornery, 





chuckawalla, sour cough, Joshua trees, 
34 


and what else? Oh yes, that haunting thing 
—sage-brush, that locos so many souls, 
These poems are among the best of their 
kind. You'll want to head for Cactus 
Center after reading them, for—— 


“Down here in Cactus Center we have 
lived a life apart; 

We’ve been far, we’re frank in sayin’, 
from the headquarters of art; 

Our work has left us humpin’, roundin’ 
up the festive steer; 

We admit that things aesthetic find us 
bringin’ up the rear.” 


I, too, am tired of “‘things aesthetic.” 
And maybe that’s the reason I spent a 
whole evening over Mr. Chapman’s 
rollicking, care-free verse. 


Putting History on the Blink 


OME of us are supers and some are 

super-men. 

Most of the super-men I have met are 
merely successful mental bootleggers. 
The supers pass their time reading about 
them or voting for them—or both. 

Philip Guedalla has turned history into 
a cakewalk in his book “Supers and Super- 
men’”’ (Alfred A. Knopf). There is more 
fun in this book about some famous 
characters in history than in any book I 
have read in many years. 

His supers are foreign secretaries, his- 
torians, strategists, critics, Germans, Zion- 
ists, Romans, Turks, lawyers, peers and a 
few Serbians. His super-men are Frederick 
the Great, Louis Philippe, Disraeli, Gam- 
betta, Treitsche, and others too little to 
mention here. 

The greatest super-man I ever met was 
Captain Clark, the velvet-coated hero of 
the Boardwalk, in Atlantic City. He used 
to leap off the old wooden pier each day 
precisely at noon, rain or snow, and save a 
lifeguard from drowning. Once he rescued 
a bathing-suit in which was enclosed a 
human being. He was bemedaled from 
collar to waist. He looked like Oom Paul 
and drank like a hooch nuzzler. He died 
of eats—a real supper-man. 

But that’s neither here nor there, as the 
North Pole said to the South Pole. This 
book has medals all over it. The author 
says, among other bright things, “that 
Britains never will be Slavs” and talks 
about the “clatter of Sir James Barrie’s 
cans as he goes around with the milk of 
human kindness.” 

A perfect jazzmania for facts has Mr 
Guedalla. 
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The Philosophy of 
Brother Ostrich 


‘ 


‘THERE'S something almost human about the 
ostrich. Rather than face the unusual, he 
buries his head in the sand—thus exposing himself, 
rather recklessly, to the whims of happenstance. 


Isn’t that just like the chap who ducks under the 
sheets the minute the furniture creaks?P 


Lots of folks shut their eyes when they need them 
most. In the matter of buying something, for in- 
stance—the important business of spending hard- 
earned dollars. 


Who gets the most for his money? The man 
who buys blindly—or the fellow who reads adver- 
tising and discovers the things he really wants and 
needs? 


Who is the most economical housekeeper? The 
woman who buys haphazard, or the one who reads 
advertising and puts her household purchasing on 
a business basisP 


There's no denying the great value of advertising 
to those who read it. It protects you against fraud 
and inferiority. It tells you what is new and good, 
making you a wise buyer. It saves you money by 
pointing out for your consideration only the best 
products. 


Don’t be an ostrich. 


Read the advertisements 


















































SOMETHING NEW IN VAMPIRES! 


William G. Shepherd reveals inside facts about the weird, 
morbid, creations of Teutonic photoplay producers, 
in a striking article 


“Movie Fans and German Fantasms’”’ 


in 


LESLIE'S for JULY 16th 


Some of the other notable illustrated features in this issue 
of Leslie’s are: 


THE ADMINISTRATION X-RAYED 
by William Leslie French 


THE SPIRIT OF ’°17 FLOODS PUEBLO 
by William McLeod Raine 


THE DIVORCE CROP—THEN AND NOW 
by Gustavus Myers 


COLUMBIA, THE GEM OF GOLF COURSES 
by Horace Green 


THE ATOM’S SECRETS REVEALED 
by Hereward Carrington, Ph.D. 








Also delightfully amusing contributions by 
ARTHUR H. FOLWELL and W. E. HILL 


and a splendid baseball story among other interesting features 


Get LESLIE’S Now and Every Week 


from your newsdealer 
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